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BUFFALO BILL'S AVENGING TRA 


NEW YORK, June 22, 


1901. Price Five Cents. 





OR, 


‘The Secret of a. Grawe. 





CHAPTER I. 


’ 


A RUN FOR LIFE. 


Four horsemen were flying for their lives acrossa 
Westeril prairie, their horses urged to top speed in an 
endeavor fo escape from those who were upon their track 
and who were merciless foes. 

The pursuers were full half a hundred Indians, 
stretched out in a long line of chase, according to the 
speed of the ponies they rode. 

The four fugitives were well mounted, but they were 
kept back by several pack aniimals they were leading, 
and which they cared not to desert save in the last 
extremity. 

Two of the men were plaiusmea, for no one could mis- 
take that fact, rough-riders, weather-beaten, hard fighters 
—in fact, thorough bordermen, well mounted, well 
armed, buckskin-clad, with broad sombreros shading 


_ their stern faces—ready to stand up and die right there 
if called upon to do so. 


es. 


By the author of “BUFFALO BILL.” 


The other two were of a different type, and English 
beyond a doubt. 

One was a stern-faced man of thirty, darkly bronzed, 
handsome, well-formed, and with the air of a soldier 
who had seen some hard service and was true as steel. 

Well dressed in hunting costume, armed with the 
latest pattern of rifle and revolvers, splendidly mounted, 
he looked just what he was, an English gentleman come 
to America for a purpose he had the will and determina- 
tion to carry out, if it were ii man’s power to do so. 

The fourth rider was the servant, half-companion,. of 
the other, and also an nglishiman, 

The four were urging their horses to the utmost in 
their desire to reach a rise miles ahead where there was 
a cluinp of thick timber, and scattered rocks. 

Ounce there, they had, at least, a shelter for them- 
selves and horses, and a chance to stand off the great 
odds against them. 

‘‘We’ll miss one man a heap, sir, but I’m thinking 
either Barney or me better take the best critter an’ keep 
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right on to the fort fer help, fer if we is all caught in 
ther timber we has got ter fight it out with no hope of 
gettin’ aid.” 

So said one of the plainsmen as they rode along, ad- 
dressing the Englishman who looked to be the leader. 

_ “*You know best, guide, so use your own judgment. 

““We will reach the timber without doubt, but with 
little time to spare, and ‘my horse, Hernaps, would be 
the best for.the run. 

‘“How far is it ?’’ 

There was no anxiety in tone or toch of the speaker, 
and he glanced coolly back at their pursuers. 

‘fAllof thirty miles, Sir, an’, as Barney is the lightest, 
he better go, only we'll keep his weapons as we will 
need ’em, save'a gun fer hiin ter carry ag’in accidents.”’ 

“‘Pll go, though I don’t wish ter desart yer, fer ter 
me it do look as though thar be no hope fer them as 
remains, though I’ll do my best ter git help from ther 
fort.”’ 

This was not encotraging, and yet it was spoken to 
men who were looking death squarely in the face. 

‘Tt is a strange circumstance, men, that I had a 
brother killed on these American plains nearly two 
years ago, and by Indians. 

‘*Carrol, my man here, was with him and he came on 
a hunt for big game,.was caught alone far from camp 
and slain—at least, that is the story as told to me, and 
his body was found, and he had been shot and scalped. 

‘‘Carrol had it buried, and then he returned to Eng- 
land, and I am here now to visit the grave in which 
my brother is buried.’’ 

“It was his body, all right, sir, though hard to recog- 
nize, | admit, as it was some days before it was found,’’ 
said the servant. 

“Doubtless it Was, but I must have the proof,’’ and, 
again glancing back, the Englishman added: 

‘The leaders are gaining upon us steadily.”’ 


“Yes, these pack animals can’t keep up with horse 
under the saddle, but hold on like grim death, say I, to 
our grub an’ outfit,’’? said Guide Barney. 


‘*Oh, yes, if we had to stop and fight for it; but I be- 
lieve we can give a good account of ourselves once we 
reach the timber,’’ the Englishman remarked. 


‘“If we doesn’t, them Injuns will,’’ rejoined Bruce 
Bond, one of the plainsmen, dryly. 


They were now nearing the timber, which was thick, 
on considerable of a rise, and with little mounds of earth 
and rock bowlders near the edge, which weuld a a good 
shelter for defense. | 

‘‘Barney, you be all ready ter dic out, soon as we 
strike ther timber, an’ yer better take ther gent’s horse 
“as ther one fer ther work. 

«Tt will take yer four hours ‘ter git to ther fort,-one 


stretched out on the plaiir within a mile. 


ter git ther sogers ready, and as much as five ter git 
back, all of ten hours ter make it, an’ don’t let ’em fer- 
git we is fightin’ fer life whar chances is big ag’in us an’ 
our scalps is wanted badly,’’ said Bruce Bond, and Brad 
Barney answered: | | 

‘“My hair won’t lie easy until I saves yours, pards, 
so look fer help ter come soon as it kin be got to yer, an’ 
Injun blood ter run if we finds yer wiped out.’ 


The Indians, meanwhile, were gaining, and came 


dashing on in a way that showed they intended to rush | 
in on the palefaces before they had a chance to rally 


and get ready for an attack. 

Nearer and nearer the fugitives drew Ps the timber, 
and soon were right in its shadow, with a dozen red 
horsemen close behind and three times that maty 
i : 

Bruce Bond had selected the spot in the timber where 
they would enter, and was heading toward it, when 
suddenly a horseman rode out of the thicket directly 
toward them, threw his rifle to his shoulder—and pulled 
trigger. | 

A chief in advance fell, backward off his pony at the 
crack of the shot, a brave following tumbled headlong 
from his saddle at a second shot, while a wild war cry 


-broke from the lips of the horseman whom the two 
' guides and the Indians at once recognized. 


‘“The Long Hair—Pa-e-has-ka, The Long Hair!’’ was 
the name that came from the Indians in startled cries. 

‘“Buffalo Bill!’ cried Bruce Bond, the chief guide, in 
an exultant tone. 


CHAPTER II. 
A STRANGE MEETING. 

‘“*Back to shelter, all of you—then iurn, and fire. 
Those reds must be beaten back—now!’’ 

So ordered, in a commanding voice, heard by the 
Indians, even, the horseman who had come alone to the 
rescue of the Englishman and his party. 

‘‘Must I go on to ther fort fer help, Chief Bill?” 
called out Brad Barney, one of the guides. 

‘*No, I have help within hearing of our rifles, 
ready, all!’’ 

With this command, the horseman, who had hastily 


Stand 


led his horse back into the shelter of ii timber, ran to 


the front to face the charging Indians. 

The Englishman and his servant quickly placed them- 
selves on one side of him, their eyes fixed upon the 
splendid-looking man who had risked lis life to aid 
them. 

Upon the other side were the two guides. 

They were all ready for action. 

The Indians had checked up under the deadly fire of 
the horseman who had so suddenly appeared, but were 
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only waiting to have others come up and charge in large 
force upon those they had believed would soon be their 
prey. | 

‘‘Now-they are coming—throw no lead away—fire!”’ 
called out the bold rescuer, and his and the other four 
rifles cracked together. 


Under such a coolly determined and deadly aimed vol- 
ley the redskins wavered, fired a few shots in return, 
sent a shower of arrows into the timber and fled out of 
range. 


They dared not press.on until their whole force had 
come up. 


Then, outuumbering the whites ten to one, they would 
“-aash in upon them in an irresistible rush and kill them 


Pa 


‘at close quarters, if half their braves fell. 


‘‘Pump it into them,’’ was the next order. 


| | But as the triumphant cheer of the five men died away 
« Jafar off there was heard the netes of a bugle. 


‘*Ah! Captain Dangerfield has heard the firing, sus- 
pects Iam as trouble, and that is his call to me that he 
is coming.’ 


‘‘Ves, and ther reds hears it, fou: fer look at ’em 
_going now,’’ cried Brad Barney. 
> They is, fer a fact; but we owes our lives to you, 
f Bill, fer they’d a broke in upon us fer sartin in 
nad rush they made if ydu hedn’t been here,’’ said 
. Bond. 


Feith ey might have, and might not,’’ was the modest 
reply, and he turned to the Englisman with the remark, 
as he saw an arrow sticking in his coat sleeve: 
‘“Vou are wounded, I fear, sir.’’ 


“It is nothing-—a scratch, and I am glad that it is no 
worse. And you, my brave friend ?”’ 


‘fAll right, thank you, sir, as the others appear to 
be,’’ and he glanced at the servant, Carrol, and the two 
guides, 
| ‘““We is all right, Pard Cody, Aiaitt to you,’’ said 
/Bruce Bond, while Brad Barney added: 


_ “Yes, pard, an’ you is allus ther man ter chip in an’ 
help a a ee as is imtrouble. It’s lucky you was so 
near.’ 


“‘T ain out scouting with Captain Dangerfield and his 
troop-—there they come now aud the Indians are off, you 
see,’’ and the speaker pointed toa distant rise of the 
1 tbs where cavalry came rapidly into view, while the 

redskins began to scatter in hot haste. 


tv 


‘*My friend, I owe you my’ life, in fact all of us ae 
and I assure you your brave act will never be forgotten 
by me—let me introduce niyself as Lord Victor Llstone, 
 jof England, come to America upon an important mis- 

| ion, accompanied by my good servant, Carrol, here, 
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and under the guidance of these two borderien, wlio 
were to guide me to the fort.’’ 

‘“‘I am glad to meet you, sir—my name is William 
F. Cody—called on the plains Buffalo Bill.’’ 


** Ah, I have heard of you. You are the chief of ariny 
scouts.’ 


Buffalo Bill pestle. | 

‘“‘T am more than glad to meet you,’’ continued the 
Englishman, ‘‘and to fud I was not mistaken in hear- 
ing the guides call you Buffalo Bill—you are the very 
man I came to America to see, sir,’’ and the two warnily 
grasped hands, the English nobleman greatly impressed 
with the handsome, fearless face of the frontiersman and 
his singularly striking and attractive appearance. 

‘‘Indeed, sir, you came to see me?’’ asked the chief 
of scouts surprisedly. 

‘‘T certainly did, sir.”’ 

‘‘Histone, you said your name was, sir?’’ 

‘*Ves, Victor Elstone, an officer of the British Ariny.’’ 

‘‘T knew an English officer of that naime—or, rather, 
it was Major Walter Elstone.’’ 

‘My brother, sir, and through. whose death here on 
the Aimerican plains I succeeded to his title and estates, 
poor fellow.’’ 

‘‘T am indeed, glad to know you, sir.. I buried your 
unfortunate brother over a year ago, for he was slain 
here; 

‘““Then of all men, sir, you are the one to give me the 
information I seek,’’ said Lord Histone, his face show- 


ing deep feeling for his dead brother, mingled witli joy 


at having met the famous scout, Buffalo Bill, in such an 
accidental, though tragic, manner. 


CHAPTER JITI. 
THE SCOUT EPRAIL. 

The Englishman and Buffalo Bill stood anart from the 
others; the servant Carrol and the two guides having 
gone to the edge of the timber to watch the coming of 
the cavalry, and the flight of the Indians. Tire latter, 
after checking their flight, were apparently returning to 
fight the soldiers. 

‘Don’t fire on them, imen, for they are coming only 
on a dash to pick up their dead and wounded. 

“Tf they show fight; Captain Dangerfield will handie 
them, and I never kill a redskin unless he forces me to 
do so,’’ called out Buffalo Bill, and his words were a 
surprise to-the English officer. 

That the scout spoke truly, the Indians now showed, 
for they made a dash in near the timber, picked up their 
dead and wounded, and went off at a run with che 
cavalry yet out of range. 

But the troopers did nothead for the timbers, as they 
rode on in pursuit of the flying redskins. 
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killed at a motte twenty milesto the south of here, many 
moons ago?’’ 

‘“The Red Heart remembers; 
braves killed him.’’ 

“True; the stranger who was killed was the brother 
of my friend, here, and those slain with him were bor- 
dermen; now let the chief tell me where his young men 
were then?”’ 

ae Bey were far from here, many days’ travel to the 
north.’ 

‘*So I thought, and chee were no Indians to my 
knowledge anywhere near here at thetime; now I wotld 
like two of the Red Heart’s young men to go with us to 
the motte on the prairie, where the dead men were 
buried, and they shall be paid well for their work.’’ 


‘‘Let the Hunter come with me to the lodges of the 
Antelope and Running Bear} they will go with him,”’ 
and the chief led the way, followed by Buffalo Bill. 

As his companion turned to follow, he heard in a dis- 
tinct loud whisper and in perfect English: 

‘“One moment, my lord!’ 

Turning quickly, he beheld in the entrance to the 
tepec, the tail form of a white man. 

In surprise, he turned toward him, for he had not ex- 
pected to see a paleface in that far-away Indian camp; 
but the man whom the chief had called by the name of 
Death Shot, gave him no time for thought, but said, 
hastily: 

‘*A word with you, sir, and kindly step in here out of 
sight of yonder man.”? 

‘‘Vonder man, sir, is my comrade, and I may add, my 
friend; I have nothing to hide from him,’’ was the 
haughty reply of the Englishman. 

The Death Shot smiled meaningly and answered: 


‘*You may think differently when you know him as I 
do—-nay, my lord, be patient and I will explain, for I 
left the fort to follow you here, and protect you from a 
terrible danger.’’ 

The man spoke earnestly, and with an impressiveness 
that caused Lord Elstone to ask, anxiously: 

*‘In Heavyen’s name, what do you mean?”’ 

‘‘First, I know that you came to America to search 
for the body of a brother, supposed to have been slain 
by the Indians about a year ago.”’ 


‘*Suppose such is my duty here?’’ 


it was said that my 


‘“You have engaged the services of the famous mote 
Juffalo Bill, to find the body of your brother for you, as 
lie is said to have buried him ?’’ 

**Well?’? 

‘And this Buffalo Bill tells you that your brother 
was slain by the Indians?’’ , 

‘No, on the contrary, he leans to a belief that some 
desperadoes killed him.’’ 


*‘He should certainly know, my Lord EIstone.’ _ Pl 

“What mean you?’’ asked Lord Elstone, as the a] 
nieaning smile passed over the man’s face. hi 

“‘T repeat it, Buffalo Bill should ay above all el se 
who killed your pure wants brother.’ 

‘‘xplain yourself, sir.’ 
“*T say Buffalo Bill knows of his death, and who “kill 
hiin.”’ 1 
‘“Great God! you imply a doubt of that man that 
cannot entertain, and your words seem positive that m, 
brother is really dead, though I had hoped against hop 
that I might, after all, find him alive, a captive aot f, 
the Indians.’’ t 
‘‘Dismiss such a hope, my lord, for your brother 
dead, as I saw him killed.’’ 

“You! you saw my brother killed?’ cried Lot, 
Elstone, excitedly, coming closely to the Deathi Sho 5 
and looking him squarely in the face. 


‘‘T did, my lord. I had taken refuge in the timbi f 
upon the approach of some men, and, from my place | « 
concealment, saw your brother and the two who acco 
panied him shot down in their tracks by one who lay | :; 


a 


thi 





ambush.’’ . 
‘*Good God! Do you tell. me the truth?’’ 
‘“‘What motive have I to lie to you, my lord?’’ 1 


‘None, that I can see; and who was it that killed nm 
brother ?’’ { 
‘“A very desperate, PapECE RHE man, and one who . 
feared as a desperado.”’ t 
‘‘Yet, what incentive had he to kill my poor Brother? 
‘“‘One that has caused many acrime: the greed ¢ 
gold, and your brother wore valuable diamonds, and ha 
a purse well filled, as I had often seen, for I ae nk 
well.’’ 

‘You knew poor. Walter, then?’’ 

‘*Yes, we were often together, and yet I dared no 
make an attempt to save him, as in swimming a rive 
my pistols and rifle had become wet, and I knew m. 
death would follow; but knowing that you were bein} 
led into the same trap as your brother, I left the fort ani 
hastened here to warn vou, asI heard you were comin 
to the camp of Red Heart.”’ 

‘*From my heart I thank you; but who is it yo 
would warn me against, and what have I to fear?’’ . 


Like lightning, the man’s hand dropped upon th 
butt of a revolver, and the next instant, stepping out 0 
the fepee the muzzle covered the heart of Buffalo Bil 
who at that moment approached, accompanied by Re 
Heart and several warriors. 

Then in Joud tones, he cried: 

‘Lord Elstone, there stands your foe, and the mut 
derer of your brother!’’ 4 

‘‘Liar!’’ shouted Buffalo Bill, and, unheeding 1 
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}pistol leveled at him, he sprang forward toward his 
accuser; but Red Heart gave a signal to his braves, and 





heavily to the ground, and after a fierce struggle, 
securely bound, Lord Elstone, in his amazement and 
grief at what he had en not knowing what to say or 
how to act. 

With a bitter laugh, the Death Shot glanced down at 
the bound scout, and cried: 

» ‘*Ha! ha! ha! Buffalo Bill, my handsome Baia 
‘ewho holds the winning hand now?’’ 

vA shadow seemed suddenly to flit over the recumbent 
form of Buffalo Bill, and the clear voice said, in ringing 
tones: | 

‘*T hold the winning hand, Roy Kent!’’ 

Every eye was fastened upon the speaker, and they 
‘beheld the slender, yet srureens and agile form of a 
‘young girl! , 

She was standing across the body of Buffalo Bill, her 
form bent forward, and both arms outstretched, while in 
each hand she held a revolver,, : 

. One muzzie coyered the heart of the man she had 
| addressed as Royal Kent, and the other was pointed at 
Red Heart, who stood just at the side of Death Shot. 

She was fancifully attired in leggings, short skirt, and 
tiglit-fitting bodice, and her belt contained a long knife, 
while a small repeating rifle was slung at her back. 

Her head was sheltered by a black ‘sombrero, encircled 
by a gold cord, and ornamented with a plume upon the 
left side, Which was looped up with a pair of gold minia- 
ture cavalry sabres. 

Her form was perfect, her face beautiful in spite of its 
reckless boldness, aud the eyes had a dangerous light in 
them as they rested upon the white face of Roy Kent, 
from whose lips broke two words, as though in deadly 
fear: 


; Wild Nell!’ | 


CHAPTER V. 
A BORDER WQMAN. 


When the nameof Wild Nell passed the lips of Roy 
Kent, or Death Shot, as the Indians called him, it was 
evident that the woman was not only well known to him, 
but to Buffalo Bill and also the redskins, the latter seem- 
ing somewhat startled by her sudden and unexpected 
presence in their oy 

“Yes, Roy Kent, I am here to trump your little game 
of deviltry,’’ said the woman, in a calin, threatening 
voice, and her slender fingers still lightly pressed. the 
triggers, and both Red Heart and Death.Shot seemed to 
fully realize that their lives hung but by a slender 
thread; but the white man’s reckless nature came to his 


aid, and, without the tremor of a muscle at his danger, 
he said, with a harsh laugh: 


‘Nell, your acting is Sa here, so put up those 


piaythings.”’ 

The woman hesitated, and her hands siete trembled, 
increasing the danger of the two men at whom the muz- 
zle pointed. 

» “Put them up, I say!’’ , 

The voice of Roy Kent was now stern and command- 
ing, and there was au evil glitter in his dark eyes as 
they looked full in the face of the woman, who now 
seeined visibly affected, for a tremor ran through her 
form, and as she lowered the weapons, she cried: 


‘‘Roy, I cannot aim at your heart; no, a thousand 


times, no.’’ 


Her head drooped upon her bosom and she stepped 
back from her threatening attitude, while her hands 
hung limp at her side, and in a voice barely audible, she 
said, plaintively: 

nf Bill, you are doomed; Ic can do 10 more.’ 

All, even the red warriors, seemed merle at the 
sudden change that had come over the woman, and 
Buffalo Bill and Lord Elstone wondered at the strange 
influence of the man over her, an influence that seemed 
to hold her wholly in his power, and prove that some 
dark mystery lay behind it. 

As for Roy Kent, he showed no emotion, not even 
elation at his triumph; but again turning to his bound 
prisoner, he said: 

‘*You see, Buffalo Bill, that I do hold trumps against 
you in this game, and I tell you frankly that you have 
but a few moments to live.’’ 

‘What! Would you kill meas you would a mad dog ?’’ 
asked the scout, indignantly. 


‘“Ay, as you have often killed the poor redinan, and 
even as you did the brother of this man, who would have 
shared a like fate but for me; I will kill you without 
mercy.’’ 

‘“No, I cannot permit this to be done, for I must first 


know that he is guilty of what you accuse him, which I 
doubt decidedly; if guilty, the laws of your land, not 


you, must deal with him, and I warn you not to lay 
hands upon him.”’ 


It was Igord Elstone that spoke, and there was that in 


his face which proved he would maintain his words; 


but, with angry brow, Roy Kent turned upon him: 


‘‘T tell you, Sir Englishman, that here on the border - 


we take the law in our own hands, and Judge Lynch 
shall settle with Buffaio Bill.’”’ | 
‘Judge Lynch as a magistrate, then, but not you.’’ 
‘‘Ha! ha! that is good indeed; but you mistake mie, 
my lord, for Judge Lynch in America is a stout rope, 
and the nearest tree.”’ 
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‘‘Ah, I comprehend your Americauism ‘now; but I 
repeat it, the scout shall not be dealt with except in full 
fairness.’’ 

“And I tell you he shall die within the hour,’’ sav- 
agely said Boy Kent, and he dropped his hand mean- 
ingly upon the butt of his revolver. 

‘“The paleface is a fool; does he think the Red Heart 
has no tongue?”’ 

Roy Kent started at the deep tones of the Indian 
chief, and turned quickly toward him, as though to 
question his theaning, and in the dignified manner of the 
warrior he continued: 

‘‘The paleface scout is a mighty brave, and he hes led 
the armies of the Great Father into the lands of my 
people, beating them back further aud further toward 
the setting sun. 

‘‘Tlis eve is like the eagle’s, and his hand like the 
rock, when he has met my warriors in battle, and many 
scalps have hung from his belt, but he has not a crooked 
tongue, aud he is not a coyote to sneak away at the sight 
of a man or report of a rifle, and my braves honor him. 


‘“Listen: when my people were at war with the pale- 
faces, the Sioux caime to my village and stole my only 
child, the Star Eye of the Pawnees, and the white scout 
met them in battle and took her from them and brought 
her to my ¢epee, though my young men were on his trail 
hunting for his scalp. 

‘“Has the Death Shot heard pepuck, or does he wish 

ue to put my braves upon his trail, that he comes to my 
village and asks. me to turn my back upon my friend ?”’ 


The face of Roy Kent grew black, and his eyes glit- 
tered maliciously at the quiet but telling speech of the 
Red Heart, whom he now knew had deceived him, and 
. had never intended to harm Buffalo Bill. 


Seeing, by the manner of the Indians, that they sided 
with their chief, he said, fiercely: 

‘*Bah| the Red Heart talks like a squaw; but let him 
sole scout now, for my day will yet come to take 
his life, and, old chief, my belt will yet be heavy with 
the scalps of your warriors.’’ 

Without another word, the Death Shot turned on his 
heel and walked toward his horse, which was lariated 
‘pon the prairie not far distant. . 

A few of the younger braves seemed anxious to follow 
him, but Red Heart called thein back, while Wild Nell 
bent over Buffalo Bill and quickly severed the rawhide 
bonds that bound his hands and feet, and Lord Elstone 
walked away, his breast filled with conflicting emotions. 

Springing to his feet, the scout said, pleasantly: 

‘*Nell, I owe you, perhaps, my life, for there is no 
telling what that villain would have done; but what is 
he to you, may I ask ?’’ 

“Qh, Bill, do not ask me,’’ burst passionately from 












the girl’s lips, and, as if to change the subject, the seo 
asked: 
‘¢But what brought you out here alone on the prairie 
I know you know not fear, and are a good borderwomal 
yet this is running a great risk,’’ 


was plotting against your life, and intended to get Ré 
Heart to kill you.’’ 
‘*But why should he seek my oi Nell ?’’ 


sone on the border.”’ 
‘*But how know you all this, Nell ?’’ 


and she answered in deep tones: 
‘*T know it as well as I know that Roy Kent wrecke 
my life, Bill. But enough; I came to save you, and, lik 


come ee my nerve shall nee as iron, and my aim sha 
be true.’ ' | 

‘*Ah, Nell, yours should be a different life from th 
one youlead; there are many men at the post who woul 
gladly make you their wife if you would love them.”’ | 


‘Love! speak not to me of love, for I hate the word” 
it is poison in my heart; but now you know that yo¥? 
Maxe a bitter foe in Roy Kent. Watch him!’’ : 


“Cody, forgive me, if oe an instant I doubted yo 
now I feel that that man only had set a plot to get rid 
you for some reason known but to you and himself, 
and Lord EfSstone extended his hand. 


‘‘T hold no grudge, my lord, you are a stranger in § 
strange land, and having lost a brother here know no 
whom to trust,’ and Buffalo Bill grasped the extende 
hand, while the Englishman continued: 


‘*You Americans are a wonderful people, Cody, aq 
wonderful people, indeed; but, tell me, who was that 
strange woman ?’’ | 

‘She is known as Wild Nell, my lord, and there ends. 
my knowledge of her, except that she lives alone in 
cabin near the Post, is a, dangerous hand with a rifle 
revolver and knife, can ride like an Indian, and, though. 
as mates by many, seems to have no preference for any; 
one.’ 

‘Yet that man, Roy Kent, seeined to possess almost 
maguetic influence over her.’’ 






beneath it all lies some deep mystery, a mystery I shall: 
yet fathom, for I wish to know more of this Kent.’’ - 

















. “He j isa labore ducking fellow, and has avidly 
eceived an education.’’ | 
“So I believe, my lord, and, as he has now taken 
uch an interest in me, I am detérmined to find out more 
egarding him, so shall at once put a couple of Indians 
n his trail, while we remain with old Red Heart to- 
ight, and go on to the motte to-morrow.”’ 

“TI; am under your gtiidance, Cody,’’ said Lord 
‘stone, and he turned away to watch the squaws pre- 


Y 
? 
1 


daring the evening meal for their braves, while Buffalo 


Yen minutes after, three Indian warriors mounted 


+e Oe 


CHAPTER V. 
WHAT THE GRAVE REVEALED. 


With the early morn, and after a substantial breakfast 
-for the scout always traveled well provided with pro- 
visions—three horsemen rode out of the Indian camp 
and struck a trail to the southward, followed by the 
Indian village, which the chief intended moving toward 
he head-waters of the Republican River. 

‘The three who left the village were Buffalo Bill, Lord 
Istone and Red Heart, the latter having detertained to 
ecompany his paleface. guests as far as the lonely motte 
here were buried the remains of Lord Walter Elstone. 
A ride of a few hours brought the small party to the 
otte. ; 

_As they drew near, Buffalo Bill said in a low voice, as 
though recalling the remembrance with sadness: 

**T knew your brother well, Lord Elstone, for I gave 
him his first lesson in prairie-craft, and he was such an 
‘apt pupil that he was wont te go often alone on a hunt.” 
‘| “When killed, however, he had two companions, I 
belicve?”’ asked Lord Elstone, gazing with deep interest 
upon the small grove of timber they were approaching. 

“*Two dead bodies were found near him, and they 

were evil characters, well known on the border; all 

three were scalped and stripped of most of their cloth- 

a and this caused the report. that Indians had done 
the'deed. 
| ~* As soon as I heard of the sad affair, through an old 
guide, I came lere and buried. the bodies, and, some 
time afterward, brought a headboard I had carved out 
with my knife, and placed it at your brother’s grave; 
but, though I made diligent search, I could never dis- 
cover Indian traces near the motte, and at the time of 


. 
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the murder, there were no redskin bands seen in the 
Vicinity, so I always believed that white nen had done 


the deed and tried to leave the impression that the 


Pawnees had been the perpetrators.’’ 

‘*And the motive?’’ 

‘*Was robberry, of course, for your brother unfortun- 
ately carried about with him considerable money, wore 
diamond studs, sleeve buttons and a ring of great value.’’ 

“It was wrong in him to do so, and I agree with you 
that they cost him oC life, if he lies dead yonder; but 
we will soon know.’ 

A ride of a few minutes more brought them to the 
motte, and beneath a large tree, Buffalo Bill pointed 
out three graves, one with an ingeniously carved board 
at the head of it. 

To this one Lord Elstone advanced, and, dismounting, 
stood with uncovered head before it, while two Indian 
warriors came out of a thicket near by and joined the 
party. 

They were the satne who had left the camp of Red 
Heart the evening before. : 

‘‘And the Antelope, where is he?’’ asked thenacth 
in the Pawnee language. | _ 

“The Antelope follows the trail of the Death Shot 
toward the setting sun,’’ answered one of the braves. 

‘Ah! he has doubtless gone toward his mine in 
Colorado; did the Death Shot come here?’’ asked Buffalo 
Bill. | 

In answer, the Indians turned and pointed at the 
ground near the grave, and understanding his gesture 
the scout stepped forward and looked closely around 
him. 

‘‘VYes, here is the track of his horse, and, my lord, 
look there !"’ 

The nobleman turned quickly at the loud tone of 
Buffalo Bill, and his eye fell upon the other side of the 
grave, which had lately been disturbed. 

With his long knife Buffalo Bill quickly threw aside 
the earth and soon caine to a small cavity, from which it 
was evident that a small package of some kind had been 
taken. 

‘“This looks decided suspicious, my lord, and if I 
pens not, we are on the trail of your brother’s inu:- 
derer.’ 

‘‘T believe you are right; now let us see if poor Wal- 
ter is really buried here,’’: and he turned his eyes upon 
the inscription on the carved headboard, on which had 
been skillfully cut: 


‘Lord Walter Elstone, 
‘fof England. 
‘‘Killed on this spot, 18—’’ 


With a hatchet, he took from his saddle, and the 
knives of the Indians who aided him, the dirt was 
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; a adtely thrown from the grave, and: soon the body was 


“= 


reached. 


The skeleton only remained, for the flesh had mingled 
with the earth; but the bones were to tell the story 
whether Lord Walter Elstone had been buried there, 

Tenderly the scout raised the skeleton hand and held 
it up. 

It was the left hand and devoid of a thumb, 

‘Thus far it is correct; now the bones of the left leg, 
which I told you were broken,’’ said Lord Elstone, 
almost in a whisper. 

The scout took up the skeleton’s left leg, and that 
corroborated the story of the thumbless left hand; there 
was no doubt that the grave contained the remains of 
ord Walter Elstone, who had met a violent death ina 
Jand far away from his own England and the beautiful 
woman who had indeed to mourn her lover dead. 

With white face and quivering form, the brother 


turned away, for before him lay all that was left of the 


oue he had most dearly loved, and gladly would he, in 
the nobleness of his nature, have relinquished his proud 
title and estates to restore Lord Walter to life. 

While Lord Elstone stood gazing out upon the prairie, 
Buffalo Bill gathered the bones together and placed them 
in a blanket, which was strapped on the back of one of 
the Indian ponies, for transportation to the fort, where a 
coffin would be provided to carry the remains to Eng- 
land, for burial in the Elstone family tomb. 


~**Now, my lord, I will leave you to return to the fort 
with these two Indian warriors, while I follow on the 
trail of Roy Kent, for Iam determined to find out what 
brought him to this grave.”’ 

‘*Very well, Cody, and I will await you at the fort, 
for'I have now another duty to perform in punishing my 
brother’s murderer.’’ 

After a short rest, the party left the motte, Lord 
Klstone and the Indians returning toward the fort, and 
Buffalo Bill setting out alone on the trail of the Death 
Shot and the brave who had followed him. 


For some hours after leaving the motte, Buffalo Bill 
continued on at an easy: gallop, his splendid horse, 
Brigham, showing no signs of fatigue at the miles he 
cast behind him, and the trail plainly visible to the 
-xperienced eyes of the scout, especially’as the Indian 
Warrior on the track of the: Death Shot had taken pains 
to leave as broad a trace as possible. 


Toward the evening of the second day the scout ap- 
proached the hills at a point where he knew there had 
once been a populous mining camp, but which was now 


‘almost wholly deserted, on account of the earth not 


‘“panning out’’ as had been expected. 


Here and there, scattered through the hills, Buffalo 
Bill had heard that a miner had remained, hoping 
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against hope that a rich yield of the precious a 
metal would reward him for his days of toil. . hi 
And in these hills it was said that the man known 4aun, 










belived that his lead at least aid him a revenue. 


As lie reached the foothills and began the ascent 
Brighain suddenly gave a loud snort, which told t 
scout, as plain as words could have done, that there wa 
something ahead to be on the alert for. . 

With his rifle in his hand and his eyes bent search 
ingly on all sides, Buffalo Bill urged his horse agai 
forward at a slow pace, and, the;animal advanced wit 
caution into a small canyon, when he came suddenly in 
sight of an object lying before him a hundred paces. | 


Drawing nearer to it, the, scout recognized at a glanc 
the dead pony that had been ridden by the Indian "= | 
rior Antelope. ; 

A bullet wound was in the animal's head, showin 
the cause of his death, and his trappings yet remaine 
upon him. . 

‘‘Now to find the Antelope, whom I fear has fallen t 
into harm.’’ muttered the scout, and with every nerv 
on the alert, he advanced up the canyon, Brigham sti 
showing signs of uneasiness. 

eae? 

The single expression was caused by the keen eyes of 
the scout falling suddenly upon the form of a man lying 
upon the hillside. It 

In an instant he-was beside him, ‘and he saw that it th 
was the Antelope, yet still living. \d 

Placing his flask of liquor to the Indian’s lips, he « 
gave him a draught, and it temporarily revived him, 
though it was evident that he was beyond allaid, asa 
bullet wound pierced his brawny breast. 5 


di 


But the dark eyes opened, stared for a moment, and 
recognizing Buffalo Bill, the Antelope said, in a low 
tone: 

‘‘Antelope great brave, but he die now and go to 
happy hunting grounds.’’ wre 

‘‘And who killed the Antelope?”’ asked Buffalo Bill. 

‘The Death Shot; bad paleface.’’ 

‘<T believe you; and he shot you, did he?”’ 


‘‘Death Shot lay on trail and shoot pony; Antelope 
run on Death Shot here, and he kill me,.too; then Death 
Shot laugh and go ’way.’’ | 

“T’ll change that laugh for ‘him yet,’’ muttered the | 
scout, and he examined the wound of the Indiau, who 
said, faintly: ' 

anes good now; Wieetnete will die, but he great ‘ 
brave.’ 

‘Yes, and your people shall know you died like a 
chief. When did the Antelope see the Death Shot?’’ 
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(When the sun was yonder,’’ and he tried to point 
lowWard- the eastern horizon, but the effort was too much 
him, and while the agony he suffered caused nota 
agan, he began chanting his wild death-song. 
-afVith folded arms, Buffalo Bill stood near him, his 
yamdsome face stern and determined, and, as he gazed 
m1 the dying savage, he had a wicked, revengeful 
1tkk in his dark eyes that betokened no good to Roy 
hent. 
agradually the death-song grew fainter and fainter, 
il the lips ceased to. move, and the Indian warrior 
h-s forever at rest. 


i ee 


Ah CHAPTER VI. 

= THE HIDDEN CAVE. 

olding the blanket of the dead brave around him, 

making a couch of his trappings, Buffalo Bill placed 

“pe body in a crevice of the rocks, and with his knife 
st earth above it, thus forming a grave, 

S k‘Now, Brigham, we will see what there is ahead to 
terest us,’’ said the scout, mounting his faithful horse, 
n0 had been making a rich repast off the juicy grass 

* bt grew in the canyon. 

After a short search, the trail of Roy Kent was found, 

ding on into the hills, and, following it, the scout 
mtinued on until nightfall, when he went into camp. 

But with the first dawn of day, he was again on the 

ail, and in a few hours came to a halt at a rugged hill- 

de. 

It was the old mining camp, ohiich in its golden days 

had several times visited; but now all was desolation 

d desertion. 

A few rickety old shanties yet doled but they held 
> occupants, aud not a sign of a human being could be 
en around. 

Here, too, the trail seemed to end, for no trace of the 
on-shod hoofs was seen leading elsewhere. 

On the hillside was a ruined shanty, and into this the 
put rode and disinounted. Before him was a tunnel- 
ce cave leading back into the mountain, and the en- 
ance to which was concealed by a canvas covering 
hich had once done duty as an army tent. 

Hitching his horse within, Buffalo Bill looked to his 
reapous, and boldly, though cautiously, stepped within 
ne cave. 

But all was darkness beyond, and he at first seented to 
read striking a match, as it would place him in full 
‘iew should an enemy be concealed back in =e dark 
cesses, 

After a pause, he groped his way forward on his hands 
nd knees until he had gone a considerable distance, 
d then he struck a match, 

The light showed him that the tunnel continued on, 


and large euougi for a hurse to pass through, and then 
he knew that it was by that wav the Death Shot had 
gone, thereby destroying his trail. 

“I'm better on foot here than mounted,’’ he muttered, 
aud continued on by the light of matches which he 
struck from time to time. 

After going some distance, he knew that the tunnel 

was turning off to the right, and just here he paused, as 
several different passsageways were visible, leading off 
in various directions, and he knew not vn one. % 


take. Fy’ 


‘““Guess I'll toss up for luck,’’ he said, half in eaideee 


and while hesitating what to do, there came to his ears 


a distinct groan. Lape 


‘‘Ah! Iam about to make a discovery, but I hope I'll ts 


not discover more than I can handle,’’ he muttered, aiid 
he moved forward slowly In the direction of the sound, 
which was now momentarily repeated. 

He had gone but a short distance when heffelt that he 
was in the presence of a human being, though he dare 
not strike a match to see. ie 

‘‘Who is here sin distress?’’ he asked, as the pitiful 
moaning was heard only a few paces away. 

At the sound of his voice the groaping teed, aud in 
faint tones came the reply: 

“Oh, if you are human, take me out of this hell of 
misery.’’ 

Instantly Buffalo Bill lighted a match, and there 
before liim lay a man, his hands pressed upon dus side, 
and red with the life blood that oozed through them from 
a wound, é 

‘*T will willingly carry you from this, if you will only 
show ine the way,’’ and he bent over the wounded man. 

‘‘My torch lies yonder; there, now light it and raise 
me up.’ 

The scout did as directed, and lighting the pine knot, 
which served as a torch, he turned and carefully raised 
the man in his arms, and under his direction bore him 
through the tunnel, by a different route from the one by 
which he had come. 

A walk of a hundred yards and daylight shone ahead, 
and the next moment they came out of the cavern into a 
stoutly built log cabin, built against the side of the hull. 

That it was the honie of.the miner, for such he was, 
was evident, as a cot of skins was in oue corner, a few 
cooking utensils stood on the large learth, and a rifle 
and pistols hung on a rack near the door, which was 
opposite the cave. 

There was no a adawee: in the cabin, only crevices in 


between the logs to give light, and tlie stout door was. 


closed and barred. 
Placing the man upon the cot, Buffalo Bill unbarred 


’ / ‘ 


iz 


and threw the door open, and the bright sunlight 
streamed within. 

‘‘Now, my man,’’ and he brought his flask into 
requisition, ‘‘drink some of this and it will refresh you, 
and then I will look at your wound, and see what can be 
done for you,’’ said the scout, cheerfully. 

‘‘It is no use; his knife went deep in here; but are 
you not Buffalo Bill, the Army Scout ?’’ 

rey és," 

‘‘T have seen you at McPherson and also at Cheyenne. 
Tam glad you have come, for I shall be avenged on the 
man who has placed me here.’’ 

‘‘Now to your wound, aud we will talk afterward.” 


iT 


It’s no use, pard, for I’m done for; he strikes with 
aii iron hand, and my chips is called for: but it will bet- 
ter my dying hour to know that he is sarcumvented in 
his deviltry.’’ 

‘“T’o whom do you refer?’’ asked the scout, though he 
felt that he could answer his own question correctly. 

‘‘T refer to that imp o’ Sta; Roy Kent.’”’ 

‘*T thought so.”’ 

You know him, then ?’’ 

‘Yes; I followed his trail to this mine, and left some 
more of his red work in a grave behind me.”’ 

‘Is that so? Well, he’s done for me, and no mistake. 
You see, he are the superintendent of this mine.”’ 

The scout smiled, for the mine looked little like need- 
ing a superintendent, and seeing it, the miner continued: 


‘‘TIt do seem funny, I'll allow, pard, but the joke 
hain"t all visible yet; you see, as much as I knows 0’ the 
case, the boss was sent out here by those who didn’t 
want him in St. Louis, and was paid so much for 
workin’ this old mine, which never did pan out good. 
Well, he hired me to dothe workin’, and I got enough to 


make & pay a leetle, until three days ago I struck it 


rich.’ 

‘“What?’’ asked the ene in surprise. 

‘“True, I struck it richer than a bank, and there’s 
heaps o’ the yaller metal back in that hole you took me 
out of, for there’s a little creek runs underground, and 
the dust is thar thick and no mistake.’’ 

‘You surprise me.”’ 

‘IT surprised myself, pard, and I was runnin’ over to 
tell the boss, when he come and I let him into the secret, 
and told him as how his old uncle in St. Louis would be 
delighted, even if he was what you calla millionaire; 
you see, I knows the family, for the old man and I was 
cronies in the long ago in California flush days,’’ 


‘“‘T fear you are talking too much; wait until I dress 
your wound and you have rested,’’ said the scout, kindly. 
“IT ‘tell yer ’tain’t no use, Bill; I’m a passin’ rapid 
toward Jordan, an’ ef I don’t let loose my tongue tackle, 
L ul git acrost afore I can sarcumvent that devil, Roy 
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Kent, and he’s up to dirty work, I tell yer. I must tall ‘ 
for I’m bound on revenge for the trick he sarved me.’Jay 
‘“*T will listen, then, my friend.’ ter 
‘“That’s what I calls on yer to do, an’ yer’ve gotold 
do some workin’ to revenge me, too; you bet. Now, atthe 
was sayin’, the boss has a rich uncle in St. Louis, wth 
has got a mighty angel-like gal, an’ says Roy tormde 
says he: tor 
‘* *Buck’—you see as how my name is Buck, leastwi'y 
that hain’t it, for I area liar, but Dll let it go at the Hi 
an’ I jedge Gabriel better call me by it when he toots 
horn at Jedgment, for my raal name I didn’t act - 
by when I was young, and I don’t want no such a fell 
as I be to be buried under the name of my good fat 
and mother had; bless ’em, they have gone, too, and 
guesses as how I helped to hurry ’em to ther grave.’’ | 


¢ 
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The tears came in the staring eyes as he recalled he. 
parents, and the scout seemed deeply moved as he gaze. . 
on the flushed, feverish face, and held the rough handy ty 
his own. 

After a moment the miner continued: 


~. But I’m off the trail, Bill; I was telling you a 
Andrew Melton, the uncle o’ the boss o’ this mine; 
was boys together, and Andrew pulled me out o’ 
millrace one day when I was hastenin’ like ther misch 





aos 


to Jedgment, and I never forgot him for it, though c 
life has been a leetle rough since them days. s 
**Well, Roy says to me, says he: if 
** «You've struck it rich, then, hey yer, Buck?’ > 


‘*Says I to Roy, I says: 

‘**T have thet.’ 

** “Good! says he; ‘then I'm a made man and o 
Melton shall not know the mine ever panned out ar 
cent, for he believed it worthless when he sent me hef 
four years ago.’ | 4 

‘Says I: . ‘Y 

‘< “Boss, I guesses as how the old man will know.’ : } 

‘* “And how will he know?’ he axed, and turned o- 
me quick. } 

‘* “Wa-al, I’ll tell him,’ was my outspoken remark. i. 

“*He turned white as a ghost, Bill; but he didn’t sa 
nothin’, only told me to show him the lead I had struck 
aud like a fool’ I went back into the tunnel with hit. 
and showed him the dust, an’ his eyes jist glittered lik’ 
a snake’s, an’ I then seen my danger, tor I’d left t 
shootin’ irons in ther cabin here. r 

‘Well, he was on me in an instant, shoutin’ like ?* 
wild man: | 

“* *¥ou’ll tell, will yer, you cursed fool?’ 

‘‘Y’m no child, Bill, but that devil has more streng 
than one man oughter have an’ be human, and he hel 
me in his arms an’ druv his knife in ere twice; yor 
sees the holes the blade made. > F 


u 
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#1 dropped down, an’, afearin’ he would strike again 
layed awful dead, and he looked over the lead, 
tterin’ to himself about goin’ to St. Louis, and buying 
Fold man for a song, and he do sing well, I’ll allow, 

i} then comin back and workin’ the mine for himself; 
-that wasn’t all he said, for he threatened to have 

¢ deeds o’ this mine in his name if he had to kill old 

fiton and marry the daughter.’’ 


+The villain!’’ exclaimed Buffalo Bill, indignantly. 


‘He are worse than that, Bill, and you see how I will 
jhappy if I sarcumvent him, even ef I be dead.”’ 


3uffalo Bill did not exactly see it in that light, but he 
Betstood the old miner’s reasoning, and that was 
Ficient. 

‘Buck, I promise you faithfully to go to St. Louis, if 

d be, and not a dollar of benefit shall Roy Kent ever 
Lfrom this mine, and, when I strike him hardest, I'll 
Nnember you, for it is life and death between that man 
i myself.’’ 


‘You do me proud to hear you say so, Bill; but he 
+a man every bit o’ him, so look out; whar he aims a 
Jet it goes, and no mistake, and he can out-Injun a 

n in cunning, and he’s game clean through. I 

lows him, and I gives you warning with death a-creep- 

F over mie,’ 

"I thank you, Buck, and I will be curetel, for I well 
ow he is no common man; but now, old fellow, tell 
if I can do anything for you?’’ 

‘Nary; the old folks is dead, and I guess my brothers 
a sisters do not wish to be reminded of me, for I 
bught only misery and shame upon them.’’ 


Buffalo Bill turned upon the speaker with, surprise, for 
voice had suddenly grown stronger, and he had 
olly dropped the dialect of the border. 


*Yes,’’ he continued, ‘‘I was a hard case, and went 
the bad, in spite of all that was around to make mea 
nN. , F 

I drank hard, gambled, and,-it is the old story, Bill 
(took a life and fled to save my own. 


|‘Yes, there is ene to whom you can bear a imessage, 
‘}send one; she was the one woman I allus loved, and 
. ‘loved nie. 

| ‘After my flight, her father forced her to marry a 
h man; here is her likeness and name; mine is 
jeath it.’’ ; 

But he had not the strength to take from around his 
ik a miniature likeness set in gold, and the scout cut 
leather thong that bound it, and placed it in the 
ids of the dying miner. 


| 


dt was the picture of a young girl, with large, sad blue 
, and a face of rare beauty; upon the reverse side of 
gold case was engraved: 


calm, dead face; but the next © 


‘‘ ALFRED Buck 
ec to 
“*May CurTIS. 
‘*October 1, 18—.”’ 


The miner turned his burning eyes an instant upon 
the young face, and said quickly and in hoarse tones: 

‘Take it, Bill.’’ 

After a long pause, he continued: 

‘‘Any one in St. Louis—that is, those of a quarter of a 
century ago—will tell. you who May Curtis married; 
give her this, Bill, and tell her Alf Buck never married, 
and died with this by him.’’ 


His features worked convulsively, and after a spasm 


of pain he seemed to rest easier and dropped off to sleep. 
For a long time Buffalo Bill sat by his side, noticing 
that his sands of life were rapidly running out, and then 
hevarose and paced the floor, more impressed by the sad 
scene than he cared to admit. 

“Bill!” 

The scout started and advanced to the cot and bent 
over the dying man. 

The eyes were sunken now, their brightness had gone, 
and the voice was very weak. 

The scout raised the hand of the dying miner, now 
clainmy with the death-sweat. 

‘‘I’m going over the river, Bill; you’ll follow without 
fail.’’ 

Another word trembled on the lips, but it was never 
uttered, for the icy chill of death touched the heart and 
stilled forever its beating. 


Deeply impressed, the scout gazed down upon the 


cant he was upon his 

feet, like a tiger at bay, for there rung in his ears the 

threatening: words: | 
‘*Buffalo Bill, your time has come!’’ 


CHAPTER VII. . 
A STRANGE DUEL. 

Through the open doorway, just about ten feet from 
him, the scout beheld a horseman, a rifle pointed ed 
at him. 

That horseman was Roy Kent, his face hao with 
passion, and in his eyes was plainly a determination to 
kill. 

His enemy held him at an advantage, for the scout 
knew that his slightest movement to defend himself 
would bring the fatal shot, and he well knew that Roy 
Kent deserved the name of Death Shot. 

And it was that advantage that caused Roy Keut to 
momentarily play ‘with the man he intended to kill. 
Buffalo Bill thought with lightning rapidity, and though 
he remained as still as a statue, his eyes flashed about 
him for some vantage, or means to escape. In an instant 
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lio saw it; a chance, and yet a slight one, yet any risk 
tor life was better than a certainty of death. 

As he had faced about, still seated upon the cot, his 
left foot was thrust forward, and its toe was now touch- 
ing the open door; then with a sudden impulse, he sent 
the door to with a bang. 

There came the shot immediately and the bullet tore 
off the edge of the heavy door, but it saved the life of 
Buffalo Bill, who instantly threw the heavy bar in place 
aud then sprang to a crack in the cabin, rifle in hand. 


But, Roy Kent saw at a glance his danger, and had at 
once driven the spurs into the flanks of his horse and 
dashed out of sight around a hill. 

As if making up his mind to his course of action, as 
soon as he discovered that he could not get a shot at his 
enemy, Buffalo Bill lighted the pine torch and darted 
back into the tunnel. ) 

He readily found his way through the tunnel, and in 
five minutes made his exit into the tumbled down shanty 
by which he had entered. 

His faitfhul horse gave a low neigh of delight at sight 
of him, and the next moment the scout was in the sad- 
dle, for he had no desire to be cooped up in a hole in the 
hill, as he did not know how many companions might 
be with Death Shot. 

As he reached the open hillside he gave a sigh of 
: ief and muttered: | 
‘Now I ain free and may the best man win.”’ 


But it did not seem as though Death Shot was 
anticipating, oer desiring an open field meeting with his 
adversary, for nowhere could he be seen, and darkness 
was coming rapidly on. 

‘“Come, old fellow, I’ll give you your supper and 
water, for you deserve it, and then I’ll scout around on 
foot and see what that devil is after,’’ said Buffalo Bill to 
his horse. | 

After a short search, he found good water and grass, 
and removing the saddle and bridle from his horse, 
lariated him out to feed. 

It was now dark, and, after a light supper the scout 
shouldered his rifle and started cautiously forward. 


He had gone but a short distance when there appeared 
before him a red glare, and in afew moments more he 
came in full sight of the miner’s cabin in flames. 


Cautiously he crept nearer and nearer, and then looked 
on, hoping to see Roy Kent come out into the light 
from some hiding-place. 

‘“He evidently thinks that I am in the cave, and he 
will smoke me out,’’ he muttered, and, with the patience 
of an Indian, he sat down to wait for a sight of his 
eneiny, 

But the cabin burned down, the flames died out, and 
the wary Death Shot had not shown himself. 
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‘‘Well, I'll not lose a night’s rest on your ac 
Mr. Kent, but return to the canyon, and in the mor 
strike your trail.”’ | 

So saying, he went back to the little valley whe 
had left Brigham, and wrapping hiniself in his bla 1 
was soon fast asleep. 

With the day dawn he was upon his feet, and mé : 
ing his horse rode toward the cave in the. hillside. | 

The ashes still held-a few smoldering coals, bu 
sign of life was around, and in one heap he recogir 
the charred bones of the miner. | 

‘‘He’s cremated old Buck, that’s certain,’’ sai¢ 
scout, sadly, and he rode along the hillside to the r 
shanty that covered the other entrance to the tunnel, 


Still no trace of his enemy could be found, and L, 
ing a wide circuit around the base of the hill, het 
crossed the trail of iron- renne hoofs leading away f,. 
the deserted mines, ~ ‘, 

“Tt is his track, and ih. last night; he has a! cd 
start of me, but I will follow him,’’ said the scot 

himself, and he urged his horse on in the trail lef, 
the steed of Death Shot. 

The trail led to the northward_toward Fort Sedgw 
but then branched off eastward in the direction, 
McPherson, and Buffalo Bill took no particular 4, 
now to follow the track of the man he pursued, ag 
felt certain that he had fearlessly returned to the Pd,. 


aye — 


It was a long ride, but Brigham was a good trave. 
and carried his master to his destination. 


The sun went down when the scout was some 
from the Post, and only the saloons and gambling hy 
were open when he rode along the street toward: 
cabin where he expected to find Lord Elstone. 










As he was passing by a brightly lighted saloon, w 


imminent. 

*‘T should know that voice,’’ he said, as he drew 
and listened for an instant, while there came to his 
in clear, boyish tones the words: 

‘<He insulted the girl, and she is my sister, and i iffi 
don’t fight me he’s a coward,’’ 

Instantly Buffalo Bill threw himself from his hae 
hitahed him to a post nearby, and entered the sal: 
just as a deep voice cried: 

‘*You’ve got to fight the boy or me, so choose bet 
us.’’ 

The next moment Buffalo Bill stood in the door 
but the excitement was so great that his coming wa 
noticed. a 

It was a long, narrow room, rude in structure | 
with a bar extending across the further end of it, 


ee” 
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1 
o rough-looking men standing behind it, and indiffer- 


ly surveying the scene, 
fin the end nearest the doorway on the street were 
Pbles and chairs, a few of them occupied with men too 
ll accustomed to scenes of violence and bleodshed to 
disturbed by a war of words; when the tiie came for 
Btion they would move out of range, but not before. 
There were present nearly half a hundred wild-look- 


de men, a few soldiers from the fort, and several 
Bshily- anieee individuals who were well known as 
sports,’’ or professional gamblers. 


.pBut the center of attraction, as the scout stood gazing, 
as a youth of perhaps nineteen, with slender form, well 
“Fessed, and wearing a slouch hat that shaded his 
atures. Pe gene eta | 
“His right hand rested’ upon the butt of a pistol, his 
Tes were flashing, and his mouth was set with deter- 
ined recklessness, which Bip light mustache failed to 

\ L ces 
peetere him, and also in an attitude of defense, stood 
“ord Elstone, cool, yet decided. 

‘‘He says he didn’t insult yer sister, and he won’t 
pht a boy,’’ cried one of the men, who, apparently a 
eaceinaker, was secretly urging on the combat. 

q ‘A boy, am I?. Well, I'll prove to him that I can act 

‘Pinan’s part,” cried the youth, indignantly. 

eI didn’t know ey gal had a brother,’’ said one 
resent. ) 

‘*Well, you know it now, aud’ one who is determined 

%o punish her insulter,’’ responded the young man, his 

@and still resting threateningly upon his pistol. 









‘“‘My boy, if you have’a quarrel against me, we will 
ttle it elsewhere; I am no advocate for a barroom 
rawl,’’ and Jord Elstone attempted to move toward the 


he, who appeared to act as leader, c ‘ied: 
‘*No, pard, it is fight or backdown out here on the 
order, and ef you fight and kills the boy, your troubles 
st begun, while ef yer backs, why, then, we’ll make it 
ively for yer.”’ 

Lord Elstone glanced around him as if to catch a 
riendly face; but the soldiers, the only ones who ap- 
eared to know hiin, looked away, for they dreaded the 
rowd there assembled too much to aid him. 


“Men, Iam not to be bullied into doing that which I 
o not care to do, so stand aside, for I pass out of here.’’ 


There was a certain ring in the nobleman’s voice that 

proved that he would be a dangerous man when brought 
fo bay, and a few knew it; but the rest were so blinded 
by drink that they failed to see that they might catch a 
tartar, and moved forward, their hands on their revolvers, 
p-4. hrave in their numbers, determined to at once push 
lidlic $s tO a CFisis. | 


! 





por, but half a dozen burly forms’confronted him, and, 


‘‘Gentlemen, you are too fast by far!” 
All turned quickly at the cool, cutting tones, anda 
dozen voices cried in chorus: 


‘“Bulffalo Bill!’ 


‘Yes, Iam Buffalo Bill, and just in time to prevent a 
disgraceful scene, for that gentleman is my friend, and 
the man whio raises hand against him has to fight me.”’ 

There was not a man present, with one or two excep- 
tions, who did not know the scout, and they shrank back 
at the thought of coming to close quarters with him, 
and several said in an apologetic tone: 

‘““We didn’t know he was a pard of yourn, Bill.’’ 

“Well, you know it now,’’ and turning to Lord 
Histone, who seemed greatly reli¢ved at his coming, he 
continued: 

‘*Will you go with me, my lord?” 


”” 


‘‘Willingly, Cody; I dropped in here to see something 
of your, border drinking saloons, and this youth followed 
me, accusing me of insulting his sister, and demanding 
that I should fight a duel with him here, an invitation I 
decidedly refused,’’ said the nobleman, in a half-amused 
tone, 

Just as Buffalo Bill was about to reply, and many 
present seemed to anticipate what he would say, and 
were moving toward the bar, a burly, heavily-bearded 
and giant-formed ruffian confronted him. 


‘“That chap may bea friend o’ yourn, pard, but that 
don’t scare me, for I’m ther boss o’ ther Rocky Moun- 
tains, and the boys call me a terror; you might hev 
heerd o’ me.’’ 

‘‘T’ve heard of a good many. hard characters from the 
Rockies, but I think you could rake the pile,’’ was the 
calm, almost indifferent reply. 


Instantly the bully’s face grew white with rage, while 
he shouted: 

‘Ef yer hain’t heerd of Red Reid, it’s time you did, 
an’ yer shall feel o’ him, too, for I takesy up this yer 
quarrel, as I told ther boy I would see him through his 
trouble, an’ ef yonder fancy rooster didn’t fight him, 
he’d hev to tackle me; so as you has‘tuk his part, why, 
we'll git up a leetle fun atween us fer the boys; for I’m 
a biter, Iam, from the Rockies.”’ 


The huge bully danced around as if for admiration, 
and all present feeling now that trouble was sure to 
coine, began to give the two men space, excepting Lord 
Elstone, who maintained his stand by the side of the 
scout. 

‘*Ves, I’m a biter, Iam,” yelled the desperado, again. 


‘“Then be careful, for you might bite off more thar 
you can chew,’’ was the calm retort; but in spite of his 
seeming indifference, all knew that Buffalo Bill mean: 


instantaneous ‘business’ if crowded, and was the 
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quickest man ‘‘on the draw’ 
far the best shot. 

‘“Pard, throw me out a pint o’ pizen, ra-al tangle- 
foot,"’ yelled the desperado, and the barkeeper brought 
the liquor, aud it was dashed cif at a few swallows. 

‘Gentlemen, will you join my friend and self in a 
drink before we go?’’ and Buffalo Bill glanced over the 
crowd pleasantly, and moved toward the bar. 


¢ 


‘along the border, and by 


But the bully immediately confronted him, and said, 


threateningly: 

‘““Et yer takes yer drink, pard, yer has ter walk o’ 

me.” 

| Hardly were the words out of his mouth when an iron 
hand was upon his throat, and the next instant, by a 
display of almost superhuman strength, Buffalo Bill had 
hurled the bully into the furthest corner of the saloon. 

‘Stand aside, all!” 

It was a command in the scout’s voice, and in an in- 
stant, like a mad tiger, the huge desperado arose and 
rushed upon his enemy, his broad knife in one hand and 
a revolver in the other. 

There were wild cries, rushing of feet, overturning of 
chairs and tables, and then two rapid aaa aloud yell 
and a heavy fall. 

A moment after the smoke and dust drifted away, and 
Buffalo Bill again said: 

‘*Now, getutlemen, we will have our drink.’’ 

Upon the floor, a bullet through his brain, lay Red 
Reid, the terror of the Rocky Mountains. 

With the coolness so characteristic of bordermen, the 
whole party stepped up tothe bar and dashed off their 
drinks, and as Buffalo Bill turned to go, he said to the 
barkeeper: 

‘Dick, have that fellow buried, and I’ll pay for it.’’ 

‘*¥’11 do it, Bill, and he be a starter for the new par- 
son to try his prayers on,’’ answered the drink dispenser, 

rather delighted at the popularity given to his saloon by 
the affair that had just taken place. 

‘“But where is the boy?’’ asked Buffalo Bill, as, with 
Lord Elstone, he moved toward the door. 

‘“Thet youngster jist lit out, when you comed in, Bill 
nh Raat why Ido not know,’’ answered one of the crowd. 

‘‘It is just as well; come, my lord,’’ and, so saying, the 
two friends left the sildend together. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE TELL-TALE SOUVENIR. 

Upon arriving near his cabin, Buflalo Bill rode away 
to look after the comfort of his horse, leaving Lord 
Kylstone to enter alone. 

But hardly had the scout dismounted when he heard 
the sharp crack of a pistol, aud then a stifled cry as if 
for help. 
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Quickly he rushed toward the cabin, from whence #!! 
sounds came, and suddenly came upon two men strt 
gling together, or, rather, one was holding the off! 
firmly in his strong arms. : 


‘fAh, Cody, I’ve caught the youngster: help me 
secure him.”’ | 
It was Lord Elstone who spoke, and the “‘youngste 

referred to was the boy who had sought te fight a d 
with the nobleman in the saloon. ?} 


Grasping the youth in his powerful arms, Buff 
Bill raised him up bedily, and while Lord Elst 
opened the door, he bore him into the-cabin wher 
light was burning. 


“Oh, let me go! please let me go!’’ pleaded the @ ,, 
earnestly, and, touched by his appeal,. Lord Elst 
said: 

‘‘He stepped out from the shadow of the cabin, ¢ . 
calling to me to draw and defend myself, fired, | 
bullet being turned by a military decoration I we 
Being unable to get my pistol out of my holster, I spr 
upon him and secured him; but let him gonow.” | 


‘*No, I will first know who and what he is,’’ said}, 
scout, firmly, and, unmindful of the pleading of 
youth, he dragged him to the light. 


} 
] 
One glance into that white face, and he cried. , 
‘Wild Nell, by all that’s holy.’’ r 


The nobleman at once sprang forward and glanced - 
the disguised woman, from whose lips the mustache #! 
fallen in the struggle, and the sombrero having drop§t 
on the floor her hair was seen bound up in a knot onjh 
head. 

As if overwhelmed with emotion, she sank inf 
chair, her face in her hands, whiie she burst into teart 


For.a few moments the two men stood silently rega’‘ 
ing her, and then, in kindly tones, Lord Elstone ask ! 
‘*How have I injured you that you should see et 
life ?”’ | 
Drying her tears, she looked straight in his face, * 
answered firnly: | . 
‘“‘You came to my cabin to ask me if aught had k 
heard of Buffalo Bill, and you saw upou my neck f 
locket,’’ and she drew from her bosom a star and iO 
cent of diamonds, with the reverse side arranged fo 


miniature. My 
“True, I recognized the locket,‘and it was but natty 
that I should ask regarding it.”’ Bh 


“*T declined to tell you, and you said that I wore fh 
which had been won by foul murder, and I gave you®' 
lie direct.’’ Ic 


“rue, and your sex prevented your punishmenti 
the insult,’’ was the cool reply of the Englishman. 


‘‘So I knew, and, angered by your words, I disgw \¢ 


































tplf as a man and sought you out at the saloon, which 

fm seen you enter.’’ 

thi hank God that I was not drawn into any trouble 

you; but your refusal to answer my questions re- 

ing this locket, caused me, naturally, to think you 

: from whence it came.” 

ef do know, and I will tell you, only it turned my 

t to bitterness to be thought a thief,’’ said the girl, 

fionately. 

Pardon me, I meant not to offend you, and I will ex- 

pp ny interest in the matter, for I came to this coun- 

io find whether it was true that my brother had been 

ily murdered by savages, and, if. so, to bear his 

fains back to England for burial, after having, if 

Fible, brought to punishment his murderers. 

TWhen my. brother came to America he wore that 

et you now have on, and suspended by the saine 

“fn around his neck.’’ 

Wild Nell’s face now turned to a deadly hue, and, 

“fost in a whisper, she asked: 

MHOon there not be some mistake? Can it not have 

fb one like this?” | 

MET here is no mistake, for at a glance, as I saw it 

HB your neck the other day, I now see marks which 
id not have been by accident placed in one of similar 

kmanship.’’ 

‘And those marks are?’ asked the girl, anxiously, 


jfile Buffalo Bill moved forward with increased interest. 


af‘First, the crescent is the crest of our house in 
efeland, and the star, of another noble family, and the 
eal has been the luckstone of the,EIstones for genera- 
is; you see it in the center of the diamond crescent, 
ile the emerald is the luckstone of the family whose 
st the a represents, and you observe it in the cen- 
there.’ 

iE Je put his hand forward as though to touch the costly 
ket, but with a startled cry, Wild Nell shrunk away 
m him, saying: 

Gq No, no, no! do not take it.’’ 

“At least allow me to look at it; ’tis not its value I 
ize it for, and you shall have its equivalent.’’ 

Tlie woman drew herself proudly up, and replied: 


sf‘Nor do I prize it for its intrinsic value, sir, but on 
gount of the one who gave it to me.”’ 


JT will restore it to you, if you will allow me to look 
uit more closely.’’ ; 
‘Never !’’ 
Why, Nell, what ails you?’’ asked Buffalo Bill, in 
arprise at her strange manner; but not noticing her 
avior, Lord Elstone continued: 
® ‘Tliere is a miniature likeness of a lady on the reverse 
et 
‘Phere is not,’’ was the emphatic rejoinder. 
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The nobleinan looked puzzled, and said, thoughtfully: 
‘*Can I be mistaken in the identity of the locket?’’ 
**You certainly are.”’ 

‘‘And there is no miniature on the reverse side?’’ 

**Ves, there is, but not.of a woman.”’ 

‘*Ah,’’ and Lord Elstone looked toward Buffalo Bill 
who had given vent to the exclamation. 

‘*And the likeness is an oval one?’’ 

‘Ses. ! 

‘‘ Around the rim it is studded with small opals?’’ 

‘“Yes,’”’ replied Wild Nell, yet it was with evident 
reluctance. 

‘And a man’s likeness is in the locket now?’’ sud- 
denly asked Buffalo Bill, with apparent indifference, and 
the woman’s answer came promptly: 

*"Yes,’’ 

But then, as if feeling that she had perhaps committed 
herself too far, she continued: 

‘*T will not tell you. whose likeness is in'the locket; it 
was given me by one I hold most dear, and for his sake 
I wore it.’’ 

‘“His sake,’’ muttered the scout, and there was some- 
thing in the tone that caused the paleness of the woman 
to increase, 

‘* How long have you had it, may I ask?’’ urged Lord 
Histone. 

‘‘That I decline to, answer, also,’’ was the almost 
defiant reply. 

*‘Nell,’’ and the scout stepped toward her, ‘‘do not 
think that either Lord Elstone or myself believe that 
you know why you should not possess that locket; we 
think you innocent in the case, and to prove it, will not 
make our discovery of it public, so as to force the truth; 
but we are anxious to know one thing, and that is— 
who gave it to you?’’ 

© Bill, there is no power on earth that will make me 
tell.’’ 

‘*So be it; let us drop the subject, and I will see you 
in safety to your cabin, but I warn you not to attempt 
the life of Lord Elstone again or we will quarrel.’’ 

“That is past, for I now know how he felt regarding 
the locket, and I do not blame him; good-evening, my 
lord, and do not let us be enemies.’’ 

She held out her hand and Lord Elstone took it coldly 
and bowed. 

The next moment she left the cabin with Buffalo Bill. 


CHAPTER IX. 
THE HOME OF WILD NELL. 
The home of the strange woman was reached and she 
turned and said, in a low tone: 
“It was ud of you to see me home, Bill; good- 
night.”’ 


“ 





ay: 
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She held forth her hand, but the scout, instead of tak- 
ing it, said, firmly: 

“‘T am AIS in, Wild Nell; 
with you.’ 

The woman bit her lips as if vexed, but silently placed 
the key in the lock and threw the door open. 


It was a double cabin, that is, contained but two 


rooms, both of fair size, and back of the house was a 
small stable, in which were three horses, all known to 


I wish to have a talk 


be splendid animals, and which Wild Nell cared for 


herself. 

The room which they entered did service as sitting 
and bedroom, and the adjoining one was where she 
cooked and ate her meals, for Wild Nell did all of her 
own work. 

Around the walls of the sitting-room were hung a 
number of paintings and pencil sketches, the work of 
the fair occupant. 

A gttitar lay upon a sofa near by; a rack with books 
occupied one corner of the well-dressed skins of the 

Wildcat, panther and antelope skillfully worked, while 
mats of buffalo and wolfskins covered the floor. 


Several rifles of various patterns, and richly mounted 
with silver, were in racks ou the walls and, knives and 
pistols, bows and arrows, Indian tomahawks and coup- 
sticks were scattered here and there, with saddles for 
both sexes, fancy bridles, lariats atid male and feminine 
clothing completed the assortment and furnishing of the 
room, 

It was the first time Buffalo Bill had ever been in the 
cabin, and He looked around him curiously, while he 
smilingly remarked: 

‘*You have a perfect curiosity shop here, Neil.’’ 

‘*Vet nothing that is not, useful; be seated, please.’’ 


The scout threw himself upon a chair, and Wild Nell, 
taking a seat near him, said, simply: 

‘‘ Well??? | | 

‘Nell, you are a curiosity yourself; a perfect wonder, 
and I do, not know what to make of you,’ said the 
scout, as if at a loss to know how to begin his conversa- 
tion. 

‘*‘T am a wretched, sinful womau, Bill,’’ was the bit- 
ter reply. 

“‘You should not be, for you have strange beauty ; 
you are educated and refined in your tastes, and can 
adorn any society——’’ 

‘But the border suits me best. As you inight add, I 
am the best shot, the best rider, and the wildest she-devil 
on the plains.’’ 

The woman spoke with great bitterness, and the scout 
hastily added: 

‘*Those are accomplishments highly prized here, 
Nell.”’. 
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‘civilization to conmie here, I cannot understand.”’ 






















not 
‘‘In a man, yes; but not in a woman, Bill; - 
what I am, anda cruel pre still dogs my steps, 
me recklessly on to ruin.’ 
‘‘Do not speak thus, Wild Nell, for never 
heard one whisper against your character.’’ 
‘“Why do you not say since I killed that map 


those who do 
agar women, 


are a tee Brave 
he ais what they 





benisththo tin, and the miseries that often beset w one 
drag them down toa life of crime; 
have suffered, to become what I ai.’ 


nore know 


for it. Why you should give up friends and soci 
« The woman smiled grimly, and remained silent, Jj, 
after a while, Buffalo Bill asked: | 
‘Pardon me, Nell, but what is Roy Kent to you} 
In an instant Wild Nell was tspon her feet, herhi 
blazing as they turned upon the scout, 
seated and regarding her calinly. 
‘*What is Roy Ketit to iné? Ha! ha! ha!’’ 
The voice was hoarse with passion subdued, < 
laugh was foreed, and the scout knew it. 


who rent 


‘“*Yes, a few days ago you saved my life by levé 
your pistol at the heart of Roy Kent, and even 
old Red Heart in the midst of his warriors; but 
that man commanded you to desist, like a.child, obed 
to a parent, you obeyed; how, may I ask, did he; 
that influence over a woman of such dare- devil Phy 
and independence as vou are?’’ 


‘‘ Buffalo Bill, you have crossed the threshold of ale 
that you shall not see beyond. I admire you greatl 
respect you, and I would risk my life to save you ff 
harm, but never question me again on that subject, 

‘“My past is as though it were in the grave; Ife 
only for the future and revenge!’’ 

She hissed out the last word through her even ted 
and her whole form trembled with emotion. 

‘Revenge upon whom?’’ persisted the scout, as 
lead her on. 

‘*Upon Roy Kent!’’ . 

The name burst from her lips in spite of herself, 
it left Buffalo Bill again in a puzzled maze, and 
glanced absently around the room, when his eyes | 
upon a portrait. 


It was the portrait of a woman, and the frame 
skillfully made of black crepe, the face was that o 
matron of thirtv-five, and very beautiful, while in ev€ 
seature was a look that was familiar to the scout, vet# 


tay 
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not tell when and where he had ever met the 

Aginal. 

\WFfe arose and regarded the portrait attentively, and in 

m tried to fathom who it represented, and failing, he 

ec: 

f  Whio is this,, Nell?”’ 

}'My mother.”’ 

“Tt was all she said, and there was that in her tone 

» Mich caused the scout to ask her no more, and, think- 
Me he had no right to question her further, he said, 

basantly : 

“Well, Nell, you can always trust meas your friend, 

< c if I can serve you, call upon me, but ere I go please 

'Bswer me one question.”’ 

‘Iwill if I can,’’ and the maiden stepped in front of 

@ scout. 

“Where is Roy Kent now?” 

*‘He is here to answer for himself!’’ 

®With a loud cry Wild Nell turned to behold in the 
if-open doorway the tall form and handsome face of 

: oy Kent, the Death Shot, and, as he held his revolver 

eH his hand, she sprang forward, and threw herself 

ifpon the broad breast of Buffalo Bill, just as he had 

ly dragged his own trusty weapon from his belt. 


Id 
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. CHAPTER X. 


bli STAR-EYE. 


“F An instant the positions of the three remained un- 


hanged in that terrible scene, and then Buffalo Bill said, 

Ly ternly: 

Tt ‘Tf you desire that it shall be a fight to the death 

“'‘Detween us, sir, 1 am at your service if you will leave 
his cabin."’ , 

'% **No, I hold the advantage, and you are too dangerous 

'y ‘man to let up on, so I’ll dictate terms.’’ 

T™® *‘No, no, there shall be no fight between you two; 
leave this cabin, I cominand you, Roy Kent!’’ cried Wild 

ligNell, her eyes flashing fire, and her face determined. 

**Nell, don’t be a fool; it is for me to command, not 
effyou,’’ said Roy Kent, quietly. 


It is for you to obey, and you shall!’’ was the defiant - 


a reply. 
“‘Oh, ho! you then are taking the reins in your own 
hands?’’ 

“Yes, and I shall hold them for this once, for you two 
men shall not fight here.”’ 

“There will be no trouble if Mr. Cedy will pledge 
thimself to do as I dictate,’’ was the rejoinder of Roy 
JXent, who never once took, his eyes off the scout or 
-Howered his threatening revolver. 

“I follow the dictation of no man, and though, as you 
say, you have the drop on me, if Wild Nell will step 
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aside I’ll settle the matter now and here,’’ was the fear- 
less retort of Buffalo Bill. 

‘‘Ha! ha! you forget the name I bear, and that my 
bullet would pierce your brain ere you could level your 
revolver. No, I will offer you térnis, and, if you accept 
them, there need be no trouble between us.”’ 

‘‘But I wish trouble between us; you made a false 
accusation against me the other day, and sought to have 
me put out of the way, and I have determined that it 
shall be your life or mine. 

‘“You fired at me a few days since at the mining 
cabin, and it will be my time next, and if I aannot track 
you to the gallows I am very much niistaken.’’ 

**Hold, Buffalo Bill; tell me, was the miner, Buck, 
alive and conscious when you saw him in the cabin at 
the cavern ?’’ 

‘*He was.’’ 

‘*Did he make any confession to you before he died ?’’ 
and as Roy Kent asked the question he seemed to be 
much excited. 

‘*He did.”’ 

Roy Kent gazed an instant in’ silence at the fearless 
man before him and then said: 

‘‘It was my intention to offer you your life, if you 
would swear to leave this border, never to return; but 
now, after what you have just said, I will kill you.”’ 

The face of Buffalo Bill never changed, although he 
saw deadly intent to keep his word in the eyes of the 
man before him; but Wild Nell tried to shelter te 
scout still more with her slender form. 

But every muscle of the scout was ready, and every 
nerve on the alert, and should Roy Kent for once miss 
his aim and belie his name as Death Shot, a terrible 
struggle must follow. 

‘‘Buffalo Bill, you have just one minute to live.”’ 


The voice was calm, the face merciless, as Roy Kent 
stood with finger on trigger. e 

The scout’s hand was on the butt of his revolver, and 
every movement of his enemy was watched with painful 
interest, for all hung upon that first shot. 

As for Wild Nelli, she was livid with excitement, and 
held herself firmly between that threatening muzzle and 
the scout. 

‘‘Coward! Meet him like a man. If you will, I'll give 
the word to fire,’’ cried the girl. 

‘‘No I know what he is, and I have too much at stake 
to risk a combat with him on equal terms; he shall die 
within thirty seconds.’’ 

‘“The Death Shot speaks with a crooked tongue.’’ 


All started, and in spite of his nerve, Roy Kent turned 
half around at the strange voice behind him. 

And that one movement, slight as it was, changed the 
position of affairs, for Bufiald Bill’s revoiver fairly 
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leaped from its belt, and in the flash of a thought, cov- 
ered the heart of Roy Kent, and the two men now stood 
on equal terms, their nearer leveled, their fingers on 
the trigger. 

Why they did not fire, neither knew, but each watched 
the finger of the other, the one that rested upon the 
trigger, and the slightest tremor and both weapons 
would have been discharged. 

So intently were they watching each other, the Death 
Shot aiming at the head of Buffalo Bill, over Wild Nell, 
and the scout at the heart of his foe, that they looked 
neither to the right nor left as a step was heard on the 
cabin floor, and a form glided into the room. 


‘*The Death Shot’s tongue speaks crooked; the great 
buffalo-killer shall not die.’’ 

The speaker aimed an arrow straight at the heart of 
Roy Kent, and the bow was drawn back with a force 
that would send the keen shaft through the man’s body, 
did the bronzed fingers let slip their hold. 

And the one who thus threatened Roy Kent wasa 
young girl of scarcely seventeen, and an Indian. 


She was graceful in form, and was possessed of a 
beauty seldom found in the Indian race, for her features 
were regular, her teeth white, and her eyes large and as 
bright as diamonds, 

That she was the daughter of a chief her attire indi- 
cated, for she was dressed in the finest of buckskin, 
beautifully beaded, and her arims and neck were covered 
with silver ornaments. 

Soine time before, Buffalo Bill had rescued that maiden 
from the Sioux, who held her as a captive, and from 
that day she had devotedly loved the paleface scout, but 
kept her regard from every eye, as, Indian girl though 
she was, she would not let others see that she had given 
her heart to one who she knew cared not for her; but 
secretly she was wont to send the scout presents of beau- 
tifully worked moccasins, leggins of the best skins, and 
many other littl things that she knew would be 
acceptable. 

She had just.coine from depositing a bundle of these 
little gifts upon the steps of the scout’s cabin, and was 
stealing secretly away to return to, her prairie home, 
when, through the open door of Wild Nell’s home, she 
beheld the thrilling scene, and that Buffalo Bill was in 
deadly danger. 

Instantly she sprang from the beautiful spotted pony 
she was riding, and gliding up to the cabin, fixed an 
arrow to the bow and stepped within. 

Had she not cone as she did, those two men would 
have met in combat, and oie, perhaps both, would have 
fallen, for it would have proven a battle of giants, 

The moment that Wild Nell saw that Star Eye held an 
arrow covering the heart of Roy Kent, with the strange 
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contradiction of her nature, she sprang from the sif 
Buffalo Bill, and placed herself between the Death 
and his threatened danger. 


But though this left no obstacle between Buffalo 
and himself, Roy Kent was too cunning to bring mé@ 
to acrisis by firing, as he knew that, though he ¥ 
the scout, he would fall himself at the hands of th 
dian girl. | | 

“Why turns the Star Eye her arrow upon mei 
asked, though he did not look toward her, or takt 
eyes from the scout. \ . 

‘“The Death Shot isa snake in the grass; he w 
strike at the great hunter, but the Star Eye will killp 
if he strikes. The prairies are large; let him go.’’ § 

The words of Star Eye, delivered in a quiet way, 
in good English, admitted of but one interpretation :¢ 
Death Shot must go. 

‘*Shall I turn my back and be shot like a wolf by | 
man?’’ he said, angrily. 


‘‘No, I am not like yourself, an assassin. You? 
free to go, but beware, when we again’meet. Cou” 
kill you now, I would not do so in the presence of f 
noble woman whose love for you I respect. Take /® 
Star Eye’s advice and go!”’ 

Buffalo Bill spoke in the almost indifferent mam 
habitual to him when in danger, and with perfect ¢ 
fidence in his word, Roy Kent lowered his weapon : 
said, threateningly: 


si 
a 


but, Buffalo Bill, beware!’’ | my 

Without another word, or even a glance at the womjy 
who had shielded him with her form from the threat®, 
ing arrow of the Star Eye, Roy Kent turned and boundgy 
out of the door, 


‘“Yes, I will go; 










Ly 
Quickly Wild Nell glided after him, and disappeat 
in the darkness without. stl 
“The Star Eye has more than returned the servic@ie 
rendered her many moons ago, and the buffalo kilflly 
thanks her,’’ said Buffalo Bill, kindly, taking the haw Ss 
of the Indian girl, who now trembled visibly. 
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“he paleface hunter is a mighty chief, and his wort® 


. ‘ . “* 5 
are sweet to the heart of the Star Kye; but she must ¢ 
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back to her people,’ she said, softly. 

‘“Why is the Star Kye here, when her people are f. 
off on the prairie ?’’ at 

e The Indian girl’s head avalon at the question, a 5 
without a word she turned away and went out of t 
door. | 

Buffalo Bill followed, and, as he stood in the light 
the doorway there came a flash and he fell his ful 
length. 


— 
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CHAPTER XI. 


AN AVENGER ON THE TRACK. 











wing the shot was a woman’s screain, and then 
pid clatter of hoofs. 
one who had fired was Roy Kent. 
had mounted his horse, which he had left in the 
f, when he came to the cabin, and there Wild Nell 
med him. At first he cursed the poor woman bit- 
or following hii, and preventing his killing the 
‘when he arrived on the scene, and held him at an 
age; but her reply in a low tone, caused him to 
il right; another time we will meet.” 
then the scout appeared in the doorway, and 
, @as a flash of lightning, Roy Kent threw his rifle 
: #d and pulled the trigger. 
fe report and fall of Buffalo Bill instantly followed, 
rom the lips of Wild Nell broke a wild shriek, 
€, with a harsh laugh, the Death Shot put spurs to 
brse and dashed away. 
ulging that he had gone, Wild Nell started at a run 
tper cabin, and ere she reached it, she beheld the 
of the Isdian girl bound in the door, bend over the 
frate scout, and then, without a word, spring away 
the cabin. 
fshrill call followed, and the spotted pony darted 
around the cabin, and Star Kye was upon his back, 
away he flew, evidently in pursuit of Roy Kent. 
She is after him and will kill him,’’ cried Wild Nell, 
idden terror, and drawing from her belt—for she was 
N@in man’s attire—a revolver, she threw it forward, 
itefrapidly sent shot after shot at the flying Indian girl. 
1d@ar Eye did not even turn in her saddle, but kept 
ight on, flying through the darkness, unhurt, as was 
ir@ her swift pony, by the leaden messengers that 
stled over her head. 
cefhough Roy Kent was mounted upon an animal that 
lig lly had an equal, and certainly no superior on the 
angns, the spotted pony followed on his trail with a 
fd that was marvelous, for.Star Eye’s confidence in 
rd animal she rode alone caused her to trust herself 
pn the prairies so far from the village of her people. 
~fust keeping the flying form of Roy Kent in sight, as 
sped on through the darkness, Star Eye held her 
“se so as not to lose him for an instant. 
hat she was following him to avenge Buffalo Bill 
ads evident, and that she dare not let him see her on his 
y@ll she well knew, for she felt she was no match for the 
mn slie was after unless she could take him at a dis- 
’ antage. 
And at a disadvantage she determined to take him, 
ying upon her Indian cunning and natural woman’s 
f to get the best of him. 
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Thus the two flew along over the prairie, the man 
evidently determined upon some decided course, and 
holding to it, at the same time confident that he had 
killed his dangerous enemy, the scout, while the Indian 
girl on his trail as determinedly held her intention of 
avenging herself upon the one who, as she also believed, 
had killed Buffalo Bill. 


As the gray of the dawn began to lighten the horizon, 
Roy Kent drew rein and halted for a short rest, in a 
motte where there were both water and grass. 


His faithful horse was soon lariated out to feed, and 
the Death Shot threw himself down to rest for a short 
time, 

From a rise in the prairie a long way off, Star Eye be- 
held her enemy halt, and she at once determined to get 
near to him, though it was a difficult task. 

Observing that the prairie was irregular she con- 
cluded to lariat her pony and ther crawl toward the dis- 
tant motte as best_she could. 


Carefully selecting the course she would follow, she 
took from her head the gaudy coronet of feathers, and 
laying flat down, cautiously crawled along. 


It was a difficult task to accomplish; but Star Eye 
was set upon revenge, and, worming herself along, she 
slowly drew toward the timber, though she made hardly 
a hundred yards in an hour’s time. 


At length she reached a small wash, and by following 
this three hours after leaving the hill, she lay panting 
and revengeful, within a dozen paces of the man she had 
determined to kill. 


Nearer and nearer she drew, noiseless as a serpent, 
and with her eyes blazing, and then she halted and 
dropped her hand upon the long knife she wore in her 
belt. 

Had she been a moment sooner Roy Kents’ life would 
have ended there and then, for the sharp blade would 
have been driven into his heart. 


But for some reason, perhaps because the presence of 
danger awakened him, lie uttered a startled cry, like one 
in a nightmare, and spraug to his feet. 

Maddened with rage at her failure to take him un- 
awares, utterly fearless of consequences, and determined 
to match her stretigth with the strong man before her, 
Star Eye, rushed upon him with a cry of fury, her knife 


* in hand. 


Roy Kent saw his danger and had just time to catch 
the uplifted hand in his own iron grasp, and raising the 
slender form in his powerful arms, he hurled it to earth 
with a force that rendered the poor girl unconscious. 


Then drawing his pistol from his belt, he seemed as if 
about to fire upon her and forever end her life; but the 
manhood in him appealed to him, and, with a flush og 


| 
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jhame upon his dark face, he put the weapon back and 
gurned away. 

Five minutes after he was mounted upon his horse 
and again dashing over the prairie at a rapid rate, leav- 
ing poor Star Eye, still inseusible, lying on the ground 
beneath the shelter of the cottonwood trees. 

Shortly after Rov Kent. disappeared in the distance, 
Star Eye slowly recovered consciousness, and soon the 
dark eyes opened and looked around her searchingly, 
and an expression of pain passed over the face as she 
moved. 

But stifling a ery of suffering, she arose to her feet 
and sought the bank of the little stream that flowed 
near, and began to bathe her bruises. 

Feeling refreshed and better after a bath and rest, she 
returned:slowly to where she had left her pony, aud was 
soon upon the trail of Roy Keut. 


Though she seemed to suffer intensely, she was not 
one to give up her purpose, and though she could not 
ride rapidly, she yet kept persistently on, resting when 
absolutely compelled to, and with the settled look upon 
every feature to get revenge. 

It was a long and a weary trail she followed, and 
when at last, she could go no further, she sank down to 
rest in some timber upon the banks of a small streain, 
and there, a few hours after, two white hunters found 
her lying upon the soft grass and raving in delirium. 


‘Tt is the Star Eye o’ the Pawnees; old Red Heart’s 
darter,’’ said one of the hunters, an old weather-beaten 
fronticrstnan who had been an Indian-fighter and trap- 
per for forty years, and who was known on the border as 
Beaver Ben. 

‘*You're right, Ben; and she’s in a bad way; jist 
listen jiow she lets slip the chin music; but we must 
take care of her, for her people are friendly to the 
whites; and, besides, it wouldn’t be right to let her die 
here,’’ auswered the companion of Beaver Ben, who was 
amuch younger man than the other, and one of the best 
plainswien 1m the country. 

His name was Jack Nelson, but the redskins called 
him Clia-sha-sha-na-po-ge-o, which means, 
pipe with red willow.”’ 

A perfect type of a borderman, well-formed, good- 
looking, as strong as a lion and as fearless, Jack Nelson 
roamed the plains from a real love of the dangers he 
encountered, and was more at home in an Indian camp 
than ju the cabins of the settlers. 

Springing from their horses, the two men at once 
made arrangements to camp, and, raising the form of the 
Indian girl, they placed their blankets down for a bed, 
and did all they could for her. 

‘‘What’s thet she’s sayin’, Jack?’’ asked Beaver Ben, 
as Star Eye coutiuued to chatter. 
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“She's talking about Buffalo Bill, or I am aq 
hear her now how she runs on; and about Roy 
too, for she calls him the Death Shot; what cau it? 
Ben ?”’ . | 

“Dunno. I wonder ef thet Death Shot hed anf 
ter do with this gal’s ailin’; you know, when 
him at the station he said as how he’d jigt come 
this trail,’’ 

‘*Ves, Ben; and I don’t like him for a cent; 
hear that?’’ 

Both were silent and listened attentively to the 7 
of the young girl, who said in a disconnected way4at 
own language, which both the hunters understood™ 

‘The Death Shot must die, the Star ‘Lye 
Pawnees must let her knife drink his blood. The§ 
buffalo-killer of the palefaces cries from the 
hunting grounds of his people for the Star Eye te 
the Death Shot. She will obey the spirit of the by.’ 
killer, but the Death Shot’s trail is long, and § 
weary and in pain from the blow he gave her.”” “hi 

She ceased speaking, and Jack Nelson quickly saf 

‘*T tell you, Ben, there’s been some dirty work pl ‘ 
I’m thinking, and taking all things together, itf 
bad for that Kent.’’ 

‘‘Vas, he was durned anxious like to git to ther ff! 
as he said he was goin’ East for a spell; and thegs! 
speaks as though Buffalo Bill was gi aud thet ¥ 
feller had done the business fer him.’ 

‘It certainly looks bad, and I’ll tell you wha t 
do,” 

‘‘T are a-hearin’ 0” yer.”’ al 

‘‘Well, I will strike for the Pawnee village of hw: 
Heart, and tell him about his darter, while you 
here to nurse her until her people come; then I wilh, 
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been to pay.’ L. 
“Y’m willin’, Jack, and I’ll do the best I kin fe . 

poor leetle gal; only git out quick, ’kase I hain’t at 

tor man, yer know,’’ was the reply of old Beaver Bet. 
‘‘T’ll hurry along, and when Red Heart comes, 

strike for McPherson, for I’ll wait there for you.’’ 
So saying, Jack Nelson mounted his wiry little ; 

and set off at a canter across the prairie. 
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CHAPTER XII. ‘e 
CAUGHT IN A TRAP. J 


Buffalo Bill staggered to his feet from the cabin flo@ 
the blood trickling from a slight scalp wound in |] 
head, where the bullet had glanced. 

Momientarily stunned by the shock, it was an insta 
before the scout could collect his scattered senses, ; 
when he glanced around he saw Wild Nell entering tf 
cabin door. |- 
























































lowing but that Roy Kent was following her, he 
drew a revolver, and stood on the defensive; 

ping within, Wild Nell closed the door behind 
file she said, anxiously: 

you much hurt?’’ 

the bullet merely cut the scalp, but the blow 
me; the shot was fired by Kent?’’ 

ig, when you came in the light of the oe I 
it prevent it.’’ 

5 just as well, or it gives me another account to 
igith him when we meet.’’ 

not kill him; spare him for my sake,’’ said the 
fost plaintively. 

yshould I? Has he not attempted my life, and 
ve I harmed him?’’ 

; but though I hate him, I do not wish to see 


Id Nell, you are a strange creature. Why did you 
him as he rode away, for I think I heard pistol 
1 } 

gu did, and I fired them, but not at Roy Kent.”’ 

l@ whom, then?’’ | 

fe Indian girl.’’ 

‘and have you injured her?’’ and Buffalo Bill’s 
r fashed, angrily. 

@, for I did not check her speed. She went in 
t of Roy Kent, and I fired at her, though, had I 
t fit an instant, I might have known her pony could 
seep pace with the horse he rides.”’ 
alo Bill was silent a inoment, and then said: 





# would be useless to follow them now, for I could 
S@d their trail; but at daylight I shall do so.’’ 


'1Falo Bill strode toward the door, and, without a 
14 Wild Nell let him go out into the darkness. 


nm, as the door closed behind him, she threw her- 
jon the bed and burst into tears. 
ftly back to his cabin walked the scout, and 
ng there, found Lord Elstone pacing the floor in 
fhought and awaiting him. 
; heard firing, Cody; do you know anything about 
Ves, my lord,’’ and Buffalo Bill made known all that 
aken place. 

en he spoke of Star Hye, the Englishman said: 
t must have been the same girl that Isaw. I went 
go put up your horse, and, as I came back, I saw an 
yan girl glide away from the door, and yonder bundle 
Wipon the step.’’ 
giialo Bill stepped forward and unrolled a bundle of 
sd buckskin, which was wrapped around a pair of 
fasins, a hunting shirt and leggings and an ingeni- 
-made belt. 
his solves the mystery; 










now I know from whence 
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come my presents of this kind,’’ said the scout, thought- 
fully, as he laid the things aside, and added, in a low 
tole: 

‘‘T hope harm will not befall little Star Kye for fol- 
lowing Kent, yet I fear for her, as he would not hesitate 
to kill her.’’ 

Unable to sleep the scout paced the floor, after dress- 
ing the slight wound on his head, and when daylight 
approached. both himself and Lord Elstone ate a hasty 
breakfast, and mounting their horses set forth on the 
trail of Roy Kent and the Star Eyé. 

The tracks were easily found, aud then the two rode 
forward at a canter, and continued on for half a mile 
when Buffalo Bill suddenly drew rein. 

‘‘Farly as it is, there is some one on the trail ahead of 
us,’’ he said, as he gazed searchingly upon the ground. 

‘* And who can it be?’’ asked Lord Elstone. 


‘“That remarkable girl, Wild Nell; I know the tracks 
of her horse well, and she is riding rapidly. Come, we 
must push on, for Star Eye is in double danger, as I 
believe Wild Nell would kill her to protect that wretch 
from harm.’’ 

‘‘What an enigma ishe is—one moment wishing to 
kill him, and the next risking her life to save lim.’’ 

‘Ves, and what he is to her I cannot tell,’’ and the 
two men pressed on more rapidly. 

But Kent and his pursuer had had fully five hours’ 
start of them, and had ridden on a run, so were a long 
way ahead; yet, pressing steadily on, the trailers came 
to the spot where the Indian maiden had lariated her 
pony, while she crept toward the timber where the Death 
Shot had halted to rest. 

The prairie craft of Buffalo Bill at once gave him an 
insight into the truth of the matter, and explaining it 
to Lord Elstone, they rode hastily toward the motte. 


“The girl came back after her pony, for there is his 
track,’’ said the scout, and, soon after, the two men 
stood on the spot which had so nearly proven fatal to 
Roy Kent. 

There, too, the prairie knowledge of Buffalo Bill gave 
an idea of what had occurred, and they once more 
started on the trail, halting only when night came on. 


A long night’s rest and the scout and the Englishman 
discovered far in the distance an Indian camp. 


Approaching nearer, Buffalo Bill pronounced the In- 
dians to be the band of Red Heart, and they urged their 
horses forward at an increased pace. 

But before they reached the village, they discovered 
signs of considerable excitement, and in the midst of the 
redskins the scout recognized the paleface who with the 
Indians came forward to meet them. 

It was Jack Nelson, who had arrived but a few mo- 


23 


- <j 
, 0 - 
+ PRS 
yess e 
ei 


% 





24 


ments before at the Indian camp and called out as he 
drew near to the newcomers: 

‘Bill, old pard, I’m glad to see you right side up with 
care, for I feared you had passed in your chips.’’ 

‘““No, Jack, I am still on hand; but what is the trou- 
ble?’’ answered the scout. 

‘“Well, Old Beaver Ben and myself found the prettiest 
Indian girl in these parts lying sick and hurt some dis- 
tance from here, and——’’ 

“Tt was Star Eye, the daughter of Red Heart, ” in- 
* terrupted the scout. | 

‘“T’rue as preaching, and she’s in a bad way, for she’s 
got fever, and chins about you being dead and that the 
Death Shot, whom you know is that Roy Kent, shall die 
by her hand, *% 

‘‘Poor girl; and whete is she?”’ 

‘*T left her at the Pawnee timber motte—you know 
where that is—and Beaver Ben is looking after her, 
while I caine on to tell old Red Heart, after which I was 
going to the Post to look you up.’’ 

‘‘T thank you, Jack; but did you see Kent?’’ 

‘“Yes; he’s gone Hast.”’ 

““What!?’ 

‘*Fie took train at the nearest railroad station fora 
trip Hast, for me and Ben seen him.” 

Buffalo Bill and Lord Elstone exchanged looks, and 
the former said: 

‘‘Jack, you told the Red Heart about his daughter ?’’ 

‘Yes, Bill, and the chief and boss medicine man lit 
out at once for the Pawnee imotie, and the village will 
follow.’ 

‘‘Well, there is nothing to be done for the see as 
the Pawnee medicine-man will look after. her, so I will 
ask you to guide Lord Histone to the Post.”’ 

‘And, you, Cody ?’’ asked the Englishman. 

‘*T will follow on the trail of Kent, if he leads me to 
the Atlantic,’’ said the scout, firmly. 

‘You are convinced, then, that he.is the one who 
murdered my brother?” asked Lord Elstone, in a low 
tone. 

‘“There is core a network of suspicion around 
him, sir, and I happen to know that his trip Hast is one 
of deviltty, and I will circumvent him, and yet bring 


‘him to justice.’ 


‘*] have perfect faith in you, Cody, and hence remain 
passive, believingethat you will yet unearth the mystery 
that hangs over my brother’s death, and then quick pun- 
ishment upon the murderer shall follow ; but, going Hast, 
you will need funds, so permit me fo——”? 

“Thanks, my lord, I am.amply provided with money, 
and yet there i is one fay or I would ask you?’’ 


‘‘Name it, and it is granted beforehand, 

ower,”’ 

Buffalo Bill glanced at Jack Nelson and, leaning for- 
ward, whispered something to Lord Elstone, who an- 
swered, quickly: 

A good idea; do just as you please, and, if you need 
me telegraph to the nearest station, and T will come 
on,?? 

Buffalo Bill now asked Jack Nelson to go with Lord 
Klstone back to the Post, and to act as hunter and guide 
for the nobleman until his return from the East, and 
under no circumstances to speak of where he had gone. 

A few words more and they separated, the Indian vil- 
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lage having moved away already in the dir€@€® 
Pawnee motte, where poor Star Kye lay ill. | ef 

Under the ‘guidance of Jack Nelson, Lord¥ 
immediately turned back toward the Post, while 
Bill continued on alone, heading due east, and ii® 2 
to strike the railroad station at the point wii¢® 
had taken the train. 

Shortly after nightfall, he halted at the e uit 
thickly wooded hill, to camp; but hardly had het 
the ‘saddle from his horse when he saw a brig 
upon the hillside far above hin. 

Kor an instant only did it catch his eye, and 
was aeeese again. Convinced that some daw#* 
lurking near, he concealed his horse in a raye® 
eutodale began ascending ‘the hill in the dire 
had seen the light. 

A climb of half a mile and he came toa hal@t.} 
distinctly heard a loud, hoarse laugh not a hundpd! 
from hin. 

With renewed caution, he advanced, and soot ds 
cabin in the hillside, and from within were heardsp 

They were white men, and anticipating no dagpe 
advanced boldly and knocked upon the door. ho 

Instantly a rapid moving of feet was heard ga: 
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and the a voice asked: > tl 
‘*Who is there ?’’ a ¢ 
‘A friend who seeks shelter for the night,’’ ame ‘ 
the scout. Ae 








‘Come in!’ replied) the same voice that hadim 
spoken, 7 t 

He entered, and as he glanced around him, to fpll« 
prise he discovered a dozen rough-looking men figs, 
and each one held a revolver covering his heart. 

Too late to retreat, he knew that he had invade@f: 
of prairie renegades, and that he was at the mg n: 
meu who held no mercy in their hearts. Ait. 











CHAPTER XIII, 


IN AN OUTLAW’S DEN. 


Recognizing that he was ina trap, Buffalo Bill sk 
not the slightest sign of fear, but said, with a sintf< 
‘*This is a strange way to receive a friend, pam h 
The leader auswered: be 
‘“We don’t know who is friends, but tell m@, 
many is with you)?’’ :. 
‘*My horse and myself are all; I was on my way 
settlements, started to camp at the foot of the hil 
seeing your light, came on here,’’ said the scout, qui; 
‘“Thet was when you opened thet door, Jim Hag. 
I tell ver, light kin be seen a long way off, and we, 
be keerftul, said the leader. ‘. 
‘Why should White men be afraid of their}, 
kind ¢ ce 
‘“FHlave you ever heerd o’ the Toll Takers, pard? 
‘Ves; they are a gang of desperadoes and » 
thieves that are the curse Gf thts border, raiding of 
the dark, stealing and murdering and never figh 
unless cornered, ’” was the fearless reply of Buffalo 
‘You has us down fine. 
“You! you are certainly joking,’’ said the scout, # 


_affected surprise. 
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-e@uesses not; we is them of whom you has just 
D good.’’ 
, there’s a reward of five hundred dollars on the 
reach one of you.’’ | 
ie as Gospil, pard, an’ thar is thirteen o’ us here, 
gcan figger up how much we’d bring ef yer was to 
all in, an’ p’raps you'd better try.”’ 
‘mined not to show that he feared them, Buffalo 
d, quickly:  . 
I had a few good men with me, I'd try it; but 
‘your pleasure with me?’’ 
tal, how wu'd yer like to jine ther band? Looks 
1 qmar was grit in yer?’’ 

;@ank you; I’m no thief.’’ 
i has a sweet way o’ putting it; but now tell us 
. is?’ 
at is none of your business.’’ 
& jingo! but you has got grit; we’ll see ef it holds 


1 prds, I know who he is, and I has had cause to.”’ 


speaker was standing in the background, but now 
ng@pped forward, and Buffalo Bill recognizea him asa 
tho had once been a soldier, and had deserted after 
We a sergeant, but whom he had captured and taken 
o the fort, where he was sentenced to be shot, yet 
d-death by making his escape a few hours before 
ne appointed for his execution, 

| “sh he knew that the deserter had threatened to 
d ffm for capturing him, Buffalo Bill was determined 

ethe thing out, and said: 
higello! Dick Lightfoot, we meet again!’’ 
Pr@es, an’ I guess it’ll be our last meeting, Buffalo 


“d fuffalo Bill!’ 

1€fe name was tipon every lip in chorus, as the soldier 
it, for though no one else present seemed to know 
ous scout by sight, one and all knew him well by 
tion, and feared him more than any man on the 
r, as he had always proven himself the bitter foe of 
fades and horse thieves. 


lard, that settles it; you hain’t got long to tarry 
pn ’arth, and you’d better sling out a leetle Gospil 

h@e said: the leader, while every revolver in the 

1d again covered the broad breast of the scout. 

‘Sith a fearless smile upon his handsome face, Buffalo 

stood, with folded arms, indifferently looking into 

hreatening muzzles. 

lard, you is game an’ no mistake; but what is we 

D with yer ?’’ 

Of just intimatetd that you intended to kill me.” 

just inti—what?’’ 

atimated.’’ 

fas, I s’pose J did, but I pass big words; they gives 

Bher toothache, so sling out small ones; now, what is 

er do with yer?’’ 

f you ask ime the question, I answer, let me go,’’ 

But I don’t ax ver ther question; I only hates to see 

n kilt as has got your grit, an’ says to my pards, 

nee is we ter do with yer?” 

g@you remember our orders from the chief?’’ sug- 

fed the deserter. 


Vas, ther chief said as how we was ter kill Buff’ler 
the moment we sot eyes ’pon him; now, pard, 
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won’t yer jist make some leetle trouble, so as we can 
drop on yer?’’ 

‘‘As Dick Lightfoot seeins to want me out of the way, 
T’ll fight it out with him, and if I kill him, then let me 
go.”’ 

Several voices at once cried out in favor of this propo- 
sition, but the deserter did not seen to relish the antici- 
pated meeting, and said, quickly: 

‘“‘Yes, and then he’ll go and bring the soldiers down 
upon the balance of you.’’ 

‘“Them is words of wisdom, pard, and as the chief told 
us to kill him, it’s got to be done,’’ and the leader 
turned to Buffalo Bill. 

‘‘Has you any favorite mode o’ dying, pard?”’ 

‘*Never having tried it, I cannot say that I have.”’ 

‘“Then we'll make it as pleasant for you as we can; 
now, pard, jist hand me yer shootin’ irons.’’ 

As the man advanced toward Buffalo Bill, he failed to 
notice the lightning glance the prisoner sent around 
him, and the manner in which he seemed to gather him- 
self, like a tiger preparing to spring. 


That the men would kill him, he knew, and that his © 


chances for escape were painfully few, he also well 
understood. | 

But certain death would quickly follow if he surren- 
dered his weapons, aud there was a chance in his favor 
if he resisted. 

With one lightning glance, he took in the odds for and 
against him, and then said: 

‘‘Pards, I guess you won’t be so cruel as to kill an 
unarmed man, so here are my pistols, if you want 
thein.’’ 

He unbuckled his belt as he spoke, and held it forth, 
while the leader and the deserter stepped briskly forward 
to take them. 

But just as they stretched forth their hands to grasp 
the belt, it fell to the ground, and two revolvers were 
suddenly thrust forward and fired in half a second’s 
time. 

The reports of the pistols, yells, and a crashing sound 
came almost together, and then the Toil Takers were 
aware that two of their comrades lay dead on the floor, 
that the door had been broken open by one powertul 
kick, and that Buffalo Bill had fled. 

With wild cries, they started in pursuit, not five 
secouds behind him, but from the light into the dark- 
ness momentarily blinded their eyes, ‘and not knowing 
which way he had gone, they fired at random as they 
ran. 


In the meantime Buffalo Bill fled with the speed ofa .- 


deer down the steep hillside. 

After several rather severe falls, in the darkness being 
unable to. see where he placed his feet, he reached the 
ravine where his horse was concealed, and quickly sad- 
dled and bridled him; but ere he could mount there came 
a flash and report, and a bullet whistled over his head, 
showing that his pursuers had followed him rapidly and 
had discovered him. 

But Buffalo Bill was already in his saddle, and a word 
to his horse sent the noble-animal away like an arrow 
from a bow, followed by a rattling voliey of pistol shots. 

‘©A close shave for life, that; but it’s war now be- 
tween me and those ‘Toll Takers,’’ muttered the scout, 
as he urged his horse on rapidly across the rolling 
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told him. 4 
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) ' CHAPTER XIV. 


A DASTARD DEED. 


‘The Pawnee motte, the scene of the breakdown of the 
Star Eye, when following with revengeful determination 
upou the trail of the De atl Shot, was a favorite camping 
ground of the people of Red Heart, and when the old 
chief arrived and found his daughter very 11], though 
he determined to remain 


tenderly nursed by Beaver Ben, 


for some time in the vicinity of the grove of timber. 


| 


Having filled his duty as nurse until the arrival of 
Red Heart, Beaver Ben at once departed for McPherson, 
‘and Star Eye was placed in the skillful hands of the 
medicine-man of the tribe, who rapidly brought her back 
to health once more, though she refused to have any- 
thing to say about the cause of her illness, and only by 
her words of delirium could the redskins who cared for 
her discover a reason for her strange and dangerous sick- 
ness, which had so nearly proven fatal to her. 

One day, weeks after the day that Jack Nelson and 
Beaver Ben had found her in the motte, Star Eye was 
seated in front of her /efee, engaged in beading a pair of 


buckskin moccasins. 


Looking up from her work, afar off upon the pairie 
she saw a horseman coming toward the village, and 
before long her keen eye told her that it was a paleface 


and not one of the warriors of her tribe. 


Nearer and nearer he came, and the bronzed skin-of 
the maiden deepened as she recognized the only man of 


all others for her. 


It was Buffalo Bill, mounted upon a dark bay horse, 
and with Brigham trotting behind and serving. as a pack 


animal. 


Riding straight up to ‘the tepec, the scout dismounted 


and said, pleasantly: 
‘“‘T am glad to see the Star Kye is again well; 


and her father some: preseuts.’’ <<.) - 
“The Star Eye is glad to see the g 

Pa-e-has-ka, but she will 

presents,’’ answered the girl, quietly. 
‘‘No; 


Heart advanced! 


‘““The white chief is welcome,’’ he said, with calm 
dignity, while his eyes elittered as he glanced at the 
oD o> 


presents, » 


‘*Pa-e-has-ka knows that he has Red Heart fora 
he wishes the great 
Pawnee chief to serve him, and he has brought him a 
many-shooting: rifle, pistols and a knife that will make 
his enemies fly before him as leaves before the north 


friend, and he has come to see him; 


wind.’’ 


As Buffalo Bill spoke, he took from the pack a pair of 
ivory-handled revolvers ‘and a_ silver-mounted bowie- 


knife. 
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prairies on his way to the stage station, where he could 

catch a coach to the nearest railroad:to take him East. 
For he knew just where Roy Kent had gone and why, 

as he had not forgotten what Buck, the dying miner, had 


, Kent is again on the border, aud is bent ong ; 


it was 
kind of her to remember me, and I, have brought for her 


g1 at ie chief, 
remegiber him without 


she must accept these gifts, 9 ae taking from 
the pack, which Brigham had borne, a number of trinkets, 
of beads and little things greatly prized by Indian 


i c | > CO 
maidens, the scout poured them in her lap, just as Red | °° that we cannot get out! It is Roy Kents’ “ 


: 
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These, with ammunition and other things [ 
Indian: warriors, he handed to the chief, wh 
delighted with them, calling the scout his broth 

‘*Now, how can Red Heart serve the wit A 
he asked, 

‘‘Let the Red Heart and his people go to th 
lands on the Kiawa Creek, and camp thered 
hear from Pa-he-has-ka; but let my brother nal 
he or his braves have seen the buffalo- killer,?’ 

‘<The ears of the Red Heart are open; he 
the buffalo-killer desires; he will leave whet 
comes next.’’ 

Accepting the hospitality of the Indians 
hours, and leaving his. horse, Brigham, with 
Heart, Buffalo Bill set out at nightfall for M¢ 
where he arrived in safety,.and awaiting ung}, 
dark, he reached his cabin without being se 
was far apart from the others and near the riveg 


There was, however, a light within and ff 
knocked. 

At his knock Lord Elstone opened the 
greeted him with delight. 

‘‘T really began to fear harm had befallen you 


‘*On the contrary, my lord, I met with gog 
aud I played the nobleman fine; but I will te 
about it, and give you my plans for the futureg 


gaine of deviltry than ever.’ 

In a few words Buffalo Bill made known thef 
his visit to St. Louis, of some fine detective workr 
done there to, in the end, destroy Roy Kent. & 


As the scout and nobleman arose to retire® 
night, there suddenly broke in upon the ears o 
ominous threat: ! 

‘‘Buffalo Bill, you are doomed!” q 

In an instant the two men threw themselves mg 
defensive, while a harsh laugh resounded with¢ 
the heavy blows of an ax fell upon the single ds 
windaw of the cabin. Ac 

‘“QOuick, Lord Elstone, guard that window, 
look out for the door,’’ cried the scout, and blow 
the candle, the two men stood, their weapons ré a 
use. = 

But the blows from without ceased, and the i 
heard a dragging sound, a scraping anda brigie 
burst up on the other side. 

‘*By heavens! they have set fire to the cabifie 
must dash out and fight them !’’ cried Lord Estep 


“Yes, and they have nailed up the door and . 


he intends to roast us alive, if he can.’ 


Then the two men looked calmly in each othe 
while, like mad demons, a gang of wild beings 
around the cabin, throwing more wood agaltt 
wooden walls. <q 

Rapidly, and like tinder, the cabin caught on fit 
volumes of flame rolled upward, illumining the 
and wood around; but no ery for mercy came fre. 
two men within, only a shot through a crack§ 
logs, and down went one of the howling devils. 

Then another followed, as they rushed to covery, 
second .fell, and was dragged away, while the gq 
Warning from the survivors proved that, though @ 
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as Indians, and hideously painted, they were white men 
in disguise. 

Fiercer aud fiercer the fire burned, until, confident 
that no one within could be alive, the wild band that had 
made the daring raid upon the scout’s cabin dashed 
away at the full speed of their horses, just as the alarmed 
fsettlers were seen rushing toward the scene, and behind 
‘lei came a squadron of cavalry from the fort. 






CHAPTER XV. 
WILD NELL’S VISITORS. 


Wild Nell sat alone in her home, her brow clouded, as 
Sthough she was in no agreeable mood. 
Things had not gone to suit her of late; she had risked 
Mcousiderable on cards and lost, and the English nobleman 
whom she had taken a liking to, after her first meeting 
with him, was reported burned upin the cabin of Buffalo 
‘Bill; then she had not heard from Roy Kent of late, and 
the scout was away, no one knew where; so Wild Nell 
twas out of sorts. 
Presently a shadow fell upon her, and looking out, 
| ¢she saw a tall man before her, with long hair and beard, 
and dressed in an English hunting suit: 
‘‘Pardon me, but do I address the fair lady known as 
Tild Nell?’ he said, politely, stepping across the 
Hhreshold. 
+ )6Wild Nell looked searchingly into the face of the man 
before her, and then said, quietly: 
‘*Come in! Others your disguise may deceive, but me, 
it cannot; I know your devilish eyes too well, Roy 
i‘Kent.’’ 
‘‘Ah! then you do recognize me, fair Nellie?’’ and 
losing the door and bolting it, the man threw himself 
fgino.a chair, | 
‘“'Phis accursed hair and beard are as hot as though 
1v head was in an oven,’’ and the man took them off, 
the act revealing his handsome, yet reckless and sinister 
ace. 
4 ‘ Well, where have you been, may I ask?’’ and the 
favomnan looked at him in a way he did not seem exactly 
at ease under. 
a‘ Yo St. Lonis,”’ 
p ‘‘ What deviltry have you been in | there?” 
‘‘Getting rich and falling in love.’ 
gy The woman started, but said, quietly: 
‘Both of which you doubtless accomplished, as you 
gre not particular as to the means you employ in gaining 
4 our ends.’’ 
‘IT would have been more successful had it not been 
or that accursed nobleman.”’ 











VM 


€* “How has he been in your way ??’ 
ty ‘“He followed ine Hast and thwarted my plans, for he 


made known to my uncle that his old mine was a 
ponanza, and, in fact, he nearly got my neck in the 
‘Moose.’ 

‘fT ‘*Nonsense, the Englishman has not been away; he 


’ 


e pends his days in hunting, and——’ 
“™** And will hunt no more, except in the happy hunt- 
Ing Sein as ee the man, hoarsely. 

‘“So tt is said: he was burned up in the scout’s cabin, 
pid I ‘believe vee were at the bottom of that fiendish 
eed.’ / 


»*L was; 









d 


it was weil done, I think.’’ 
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‘You usually perform your acts of deviltry to periec- 


tion; but why did you say this English nobleman was in 
St. Louis, when I know he has been here?’’ 

‘‘T tell you the truth, Nell, and—-—’’ 

“‘T tell you that yeu lie; Butfalo Bill has been absent, 
and is still away, but Lord Elstone——’’. 

‘“Bah! what a fool I have been: now I see that I was. 
mistaken in the man, and took the scout, disguised as 
he was, for Lord Elstone, but then [I believed that my 
bullet had put an end to Cody until one of my men told 
me he was still alive. Well, I am avenged now, for I 
roasted the scout and the Englisligan together.”’ 

In an instant Wild Nell was upon her feet, her eyes 
blazing: 

“Do you mean to say that Buffalo Bill was in that 
cabin ??’ 

‘‘Ves; we trailed him froni the Medicine Creek here, 
and, peeping through the cracks in the cabin, I saw 
him within, and so we nailed up the window and door, 
and roasted those two men like a couple of prairie 
chickens.’’ 

‘“Roy Kent, I hate you!’ 

There was something intensely bitter in the way in 
which the woman spoke that made the man feel uncom- 
fortable; but with an indifferent laugh, he retorted: 

‘*So you have often told me before, miy dear.’’ 


‘‘A drop of water will wear away a stone, and you 
may yet go too far. I hate you, and I’ve a mind to kill 
you,’’ and the woman dropped her hand menacingly 
upon, her revolver. Par 

**Pon’t do it, Nell; you’ve a tender heart, and my 
death at your hands would keep you awake ENS. No, 
instead of shooting me, aid me.’’ 

‘*In deviltry?”’ , 

‘Of course; why should I be engaged in anything 
else ?”’ . 

‘*What is your next card?’’ she asked. 

“‘T'll tell you; the old mine panned out rich, as I told 
you, and I wished to get possession of it by fair means 
and failed; then I tried foul, and, through Buffalo Bill, 
in his disguise, I failed again. 

‘*Now my uncle comes out West to see about this 
mine, and with hun is an old Jew who is to advance the 
money to work the mine, and who, by the way, holds 
my une le’s notes for all he is worth. 

‘Along with my uncle comes my béautiful cousin, 
the ouly woman J ever loved, Nell.’”’ 

The woman’s eyes were quickly lowered to hide the 
burning hate that shone in them at his words; but he 
went on: | 

‘‘She has a soft place in her heart for me, Nell, and 
with the old gentleman away, I can win ber for my 


wife.’’ 


Again the woman started, and her face b-came livid; 
but she made no reply, and Roy Kent, wholly reckless, 
coutinued : 

‘‘With her my wife I control her fortune, left by her 
mother, and the mine at her father’s death will be hers, 
and ont here men often die suddenly. Don’t they, 
Nell ?”’ 

‘“Yes, they do,’’ was the rejoinder. 

‘*Well, nry uncle’s moneyed man, the Jew, and his 
legal adviser, a gigantic old fraud by the name of 
Shyster, with imy lovely cousin and a scamp to whom 
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she is engaged, and who isa tool in the hands of old 
Moses, will comprise the party, and I desire you to aid 
ime in a little plan I have to make a fortune by a bold 
strike,’’ 

“And then ?’’ 

‘‘Why, after I marry my cousin, ake getting her 
money when she dies, and she cannot live long, as I 
leave her to your tender mercy, then I will go with you 
to Europe and we will revel in wealth.’ 

‘‘It is a fiendish plan, and I will not aid you,’’ said 
the woman, calmly. 

‘*But if I say that you must?’’ 

‘*T will still refuse.’’ 

‘* And you dare to disobey me, woman ?’’ 

‘*T do; I have sinned for you and I am wretched; I 
am a wild she-devil, as men call me, yet I will never aid 
you again, Roy Kent, in one act of wrong. If I now 
killed you, I would save much misery in the world, and 
you certainly deserve death for your crimes.’’ 


‘*Nell I command you. to take your hand from that 
pistol !’’ 

He spoke sternly, and threw all the magnetism he 
possessed into his eyes as he turned them upon the 
woman. 

He dared not attempt to draw his own revolver, for 
he knew that it would but hasten his end, as Wild Nell 
was a dead center shot. 

Once more he commanded her to place the dangerous 
toy she held back in her belt, and witha bitter laugh 
she refused. 

Then he knew that he had lest his remarkable power 
over her. 

With a smothered curse, he tried another plan. 


‘Instantly the angry light went out of his eyes, and the 
harshness from his voice, while he said in tones that 
caused her to tremble: 

‘‘Nell, I bare my heart to your aim. Fire! I will not 
resist, for I have wronged, bitterly wronged you, and I 
deserve death at your hands. 

‘‘Fire, Nell, and withymy dying breath I will forgive 
you.”’ 

The weapon was lowered, and in pleading tones, she 
cried: : 

‘*Oh, Roy! did you mean that you would marry your 
cousin and cast me off ?”’ 

‘“Why, Nell, you are a silly little fool to think I could 
desert you,”’ answered the man, his heart bounding with 
joy at the triumph he now knew he had won. 


Into a corner of the room Wild Nell passionately threw 
the revolver and bounding forward, was caught in his 
arms. 

Instantly his face changed, his eyes glinted like a 
snake’s aud his strong arms encircled her, while he 
drew from her belt her own keen knife. 


‘*Oh, Roy! what would you do?’’ she cried, now thor- 
oughly alarmed at the wild look in his tace. 


“*T will place you were you will never harm me, my 
beauty. I have long been tired of you, and you have 
lately shown a disposition to kill me.’ 


Holding her firmly, and so that she was unable to 
move, he raised the knife above her heart, while she 
fearlessly met his gaze, and said, without the quiver of 
a nerve: 
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‘*Coward! murderer! strike! I was a fool, and deser 
death at your hands.’ 

‘¢And you shall have it; but I wish first to make 
tremble, curse you!’’ he hissed, his face working wit 
hatred. | 

‘*Hold up a leetle, pard! Thet’s a girl you has thar, 

From the woman’s lips broke acry of joy; from 
man came a muttered curse, as, looking in through f 
open window, he beheld an unkempt head of hair, 
dark, rough face pressed against the stock of a rifle, i 
muzzle of which pointed into the foom. 

‘Don’t shoot! I mean her no harm.’ 

‘*Vou’vée a durn funny way 0’ amusin’ ther gal, the 
an’ I guesses as how you'd better let up on the fum 
business and light out, kase this weppin o’ niine wan 
to explode awful bad. Git, pard, and don’t cote rouL 
here again.’ . 

The speaker never took his face from the dtbele of 
rifle as he spoke, and Roy Kent quickly threw Wild € 
from him, seized his false wig and beard and bounds 
from the reom, his face demgniacal in its expression. 

As the clatter of hoofs was heard, showing that he b 
ridden away at full speed, the door of the cabin w 
darkened, and there entered the man who had a mom 
before saved the life of Wild Nell. . 

He looked to be a miner from the Colorado digging 
and was dressed rudely in red woolen shirt, cordum 
pants, stuck in rawhide boots, and wore a greasy @ 
sonibrero on his head. 

His hair was unkempt, and~ so was a full beard, 
his complexion was rough. At his back was sunll 
rifle, and in his belt he wore a count gt revolvers aug 


bowie knife. } 


—--- - + 
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CHAPTER XVI, A 
UNMASKED. 


‘‘T guess, sis, as how that man hain’t a most parti 
lar friend o’ yourn,’’ was the remark of the strangi 
after Wild Nell had thanked him most fervently for sé 
ing her life. 

‘‘He should be all in all to me, sir, but he hates 1 
as bitterly as I now hate him.’ | | 

‘‘He area bad man to go back on a woman, and) 
sarve him right ef I hed jist sent a bullet througtl 
head; but, I “don’t like to spile a pleasant joy for | 
hangman, ‘and I let up ou him. I guesses I'll meet I 
again, sometime, and then he’ll want to spile my pie 
fer my attentions to him to-day. What are his nai 
sis?’’ q 

‘The men on the. border call him Roy Kent, and 
Indians have another name for him—the Death Shot! 

‘*T heerd o’ him, and maybe you heerd o’ me, as} 
pards call me Cast Iron Bill, and I am the boss 0? 
mines, fer I’m a whole team, an’ horse ter let, ag 
whopper-jawed bulldog under. the wagin, leetle. , 
don’t'I look terreeble.’ 

‘“No, you look like a man with a big heart, but iff 
nered, I think you would bea very dangerous enef 
Now let me get you some supper, for it’s growing lat 

‘‘ Pm yer huckleberry on ther eat, leetle gal, thoug 
don't seem eezactly right in me to destroy all your. 
visions, fer I'm a reg’ler commissary tent fer stor 
away rashins; but: I’ li not explain, as you’ll see wW 
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I kin do when yer trots out ther witals; but whars yer 
folks, for yer don’t look like a widdy ?”’ 

Be J am all alone; there is not a soul in the world that 
- cares for me,”’ replied Wild Nell, sadly. | 

a earned if I w ou t say that thar RRSAER were er— 


} “Stil: = tell you the truth; Iam all alone, yet Iam 
able to take care of myself.’’ 

‘*You looks thet way, too, when one don’t get you on 

ther sly, as thet feller did a while ago; but, tell me, does 

ayer know a young man whom the. redskins call the 

sbuffalo-killer!’’ and the miner paused in his eating, for 

Wild Nell had already placed eatables before him, and 

alooked her straight in the face. 

) .‘*I did. know Buffalo Bill, anda braver, better man 
never liyed.”’ 

ze‘ You talk as though he’d passed in-.his chips, leetle 

agal?’’ 

‘He was burned to death in his cabin two nights ago 

both he and another splendid man.’’ 

,;.** You don’t tell me so! But I don’t believe it, for he 

.main’t ther man to go under yit; he’s cut out fer a long 
mife.’? 

» ‘Yet I tell you the truth; he returned to his cabin, 

rg@v hich was surrounded and set on fire by—by—a band of 

opndians, it was said, and the door and window being 

nailed up he was unable to make his ee and ae 


| “You re ‘riebt thar, leetle gal; but I sel t believe it, 
and I want yer to prove it.”’ 
‘*Alas! how ean I, and how glad I would be if it were 
of so.”’ 
4 ‘‘Well, trot out the corpse ef yer wants me ter b’lieve 
t, fer I hain’t one who is givin’ it up thet the scout is 
ead.”’ 
‘“You knew him, then ?’’ 


ic ; 
o “Yas, I knows him well, but ef he’s cashed in his 
sqzuips, Vin gwine to cause several funerals, for I’m 


elzebub himself on revenge, pious as I look.’’ 

‘And I, too, intend to avenge him.”’ 

The words fairly burst from the lips of Wild Nell, aud 

e turned her flashing eyes upon the strange guest. 

a ‘Then we’ll hitch horses on thet, leetle gal; now, 

;pho is we ter kill fust?”’ 

hi 2 know his murderer, and I have a bitter grudge 

‘otgainst him.’ 

PR int him out, and he’ll chaw the cud o’ discord to 
st. ) 

For a moment Wild Nell was silent, and seemed buried 
deep thought, while the miner paused i in his eating 

d attentively regarded her. 

At length she seemed to have made up her mind to 

me course, and said: 

‘You are a brave man, and I believe have a noble 

ul, so I will join forces with you and seek revenge 

ainst the slayer of Buffalo Bill, and that other, who 

s also a true man and perished with him. 

‘“Whether the scout has any relatives’ to mourn his 

ss | know not; but the other was an English noble- 

n, who came to this country to find out about the 

th of his brother, a brother who was cruelly murdered 

e. 
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“Tn Eneland he left a lordly home and friends, and 
one who was more than a friend to him, for he was to 
marry her upon his return, so he told me; if he,found 
that his brother was really dead, for he also loved the 
lady with all his heart, and came here to know the real 
truth of the body that lay in the grave in the timber. 

‘‘Now he is dead, and she must mourn for him as she 
did for his brother, and I feel revengeful toward the one 
who destroyed theit appinuess, for 1, too, have had the 
jov of my life crushed, and I, ‘too, know what it is to 
suffer. 

‘‘Once, in the long ago, I wept when I suffered. Now 
I curse, ay, and I hate! Did you ever hate?’’ 

She asked the question almost savagely.” 

‘‘Well, as I’ve got nobody ter love, I has ter hate,’’ 
was the very quiet reply. 

‘*Well, I hate, and, thus hating, I will hunt down those 
who have harmed me. Will you aid me, if I will tell you 
who it is we are to strike ?”’ 

‘Just try ime, leetle gal, and ef I don’t, Pll jine ther 
Sunday school, and drink water fer the remainder o’ my 
nat’ral existence. I’m on ther shoot, I1is, an’ I’ve got it 
bad.’’ 

“Then here’s my hand on it, and we'll not only 
revenge the scout and his friend, but wipe out from this 
border a band of desperadoes that are a curse to it.’’ 

‘*And them fellers is——’”’ 

‘Toll Takers of the prairie.’’ 

The miner sprung to his feet, and, as he grasped the 
woiman’s hand in a grip that made her wince with pat, 
he cried: 

“That is what brought me here, gal, fer Iam on the 
trail of them Toll Takers, wuss nor a wolf, and the chief 
o’ the band were ther man I druv from this here cabing.’’ 

“Do you know this to be got asked Wild Neil, ex- 
citedly. : 

‘‘T does; it are true as Gospil. é 

‘Then to- night we start bal wrgil of Roy Kent and 
his outlaws.’ _ ‘. 

‘‘Do you mean it, Wild Nell?” 


The voice had suddenly changed, the border ‘dices 
was gone and looking closely now at her visitor, the 
woman saw him suddenly unmask, and Buffalo Bill 
stood revealed. 

There was a special reason for his allowing Roy Kent 
to leave the cabin unharmed. He was now on the track 
of the whole band of ‘Toll Takers, and he intended that 
Roy Kent should be the means of betraying them. 


Without waiting for Wild Nell to speak, the scout 
said: 


‘* We escaped from the burning cabin through a tunnel 
way leading to the river, and which was a ravine I cov- 
ered over long ago. | 

‘Lord Elstone will go with us, also Jack Nelson, 
Beaver Ben, Star Eye and a score of her braves, so the 
days of Roy Kent and his band are nymbered.’’ 

‘‘And I am your ally, heart and soul,’’ was the deter- 
mined reply of Wlid Nell. 


a 
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CHAPTER XVII. 
* BROUGHT TO BAY. 


Buffalo Bill and his allies, white and red, among them 
Wild Nell and Star Eye, have just surprised the Toll 
Takers in the camp in a wild canyon, from which there 
is no escape. 

The attacking party press them hotly into the open 
canyon. 

There the outlaws rally for a desperate stand; but 
Buffalo Bill, followed by Lord Elstone and Wild Nell, 
drive spurs into their horses and bound into their very 
midst, and the line is broken. 

With triumphant yells, Star Eyeand her warriors now 
press them hard, and Beaver Ben having taken them in 
the flank, the outlaws cry for mercy. 

‘*Hold! do not kill those men who beg for their 
lives!’’ shouts Buffalo Bill. 

‘*T do not beg for my life.’’ 

It was Roy Kent who speaks, and he stands at bay, 
his back against a cabin, and his knife in hand, for he 
has fired his Jast shot. 

‘“‘Roy Kent, I command you to surrender,’’ and 
Buffalo Bill advances toward him. 

‘Never!’ 

‘*T can shoot you as you stand, if I so desire.’’ 

“True, but I know you too well for that, Buffalo Bill; 
you are no murderer, I'll say that, much as I hate you.’’ 

‘*T hain’t governed by no sich high-toned feelin’ pard, 
and I will, therefore, call yer fer yer chips.”’ 

It is Beaver Ben who speaks, and he is raising his rifle 
while speaking. 

‘“No, Ben; Ill attend to this matter,’’ and then turn- 
ing to Roy Kent, Buffalo Bill continues: 

‘*You are at bay, and a desperate man, so I am un- 
, willing to shoot you, and offer you ternis.’ 

‘*Buffalo Bill, will you grant me one oie “il 

‘*What is it? 

‘That you meet me ie ie knife i in deadly combat; 
if I kill you, I am-to have permission to leave here free; 
if you kill me, then you have accomplished your aim.”’ 


‘TY accept your terins, Roy Kent, and Jack Nelson will 
see that you go unmolested from here if I fall by your 
hands.”’ 

Even the stolid Indians look up in surprise, when 
Buffalo Bill, who holds Roy Kent wholly in his power, 


“fis going to risk his life in personal combat with him; a 


man of desperate courage and wondrous skill with the 
knife. ; 

But Buffalo Bill has given his word, and Roy Kent 
smiles grimly in anticipation of his deadly revenge over 
the man he hates so much. 


“Oh, BilJ! brave and powerful as you are, do not* 


face’ that man, for I know his marvelous strength and 
skill.’’ 

It is Wild Nell who speaks, and she confronts the 
scout, her face pale, her look most anxious. 

‘‘Nell, I have tracked that man for one purpose; to 
kill him, or be killed in the attempt,’’ is the decided 
response. 

‘““T have given you my word, and I will meet you; 
now ‘tell me wlio killed Lord Walter Elstone, the 
brother of this gentleman ?”’ 
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wild, reckless woman that you are, yet, throug 
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“I did!’’ 
The Englishman starts and makes a step toward the 
man who so boldly confesses the crime; but Buffalo Bill 
holds him back and continues: = 
“What had you against Lord Histone?” 


‘‘T needed money, and he had plenty; I hunted wi 
him, and hired two cutthroats to shoot him, I leading* 
him into ambush for them to do so; but after they had 
done the job they wanted more money, so 1 shot them 
down, and had all for myself.” | 

W ithout a sign of shame, the man makes his confes: 
sion, while tearing the diamond locket from her bosom, ) 
Wild Nell cries: ‘a 

‘*And this that you gave me, with your likeness in it, 
did you take from your victim? 2» | 

“Ves, Nell.’ : 


Instantly the woman hurls the costly locket upon the 
ground, and at the feet of Lord Elstone, crying, pagal 
sionately: 1 


‘Take it, sir; I had hoped that he was not so vile as 
that; to let me wear his likeness over my heart, encity 
cled by a blood-stained frame.’’ 


Wild Nell, overcome by her emotion, turns away as if” 
abhorring the sight of the man before her, | 


“The rest of your booty you sold and squandered? 
continued the scout. 


“Yes, I turned the jewels into gold and gambled i 5 
away.’ ] 

‘Lord Elstone, you need feel no doubt now that your 
unfortunate brother fell by this man’s hand; here, t is’ 
is yours,’’ and Buffalo Bill takes up the locket, digs the ‘ 
likeness of Roy Kent out with the point of his knife 
and hands it to Lord Elstone. 


‘““You once- knew a girl whose name was. Neste: 
Melton ?”’ 


‘‘Ha! ha! what a good detective youare; there stands 
sweet Nellie Meiton now, but on this border she goes 4 Ss 
Wild Nell.’’ P 


Wild Nell turns upon the speaker, and with blazigih 
eyes, she cries: 


‘‘How dare you, Rov Kent, breathe that name here- 
a name you have dishonored ?”” : 


‘Nellie, I know all,’’ and Buffalo Bill ‘speaks i in the. 
kindest tones; ‘‘I know that you once hada happy 
home, and that, believing Roy Kent an honorable. mat 
he won your love; and I know that he led you 1 | 
secretly marry him, as you. believed, and you found t i 





C 
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late that it was but a mock marriage. 


‘‘Loving him in spite of the wrong he had done vo 
you followed him here, and thus it was you becaine ¢ 





have Ce to him, forgetting that there was one wh 
you left to mourn yn in the desolate home you flec 
from.’’ : as 
“My mother! my poor, poor, broken-hearted motl 
cries Wild Nell, in an agony of grief. 
‘Nellie, shall I tell you how I found that mo her 
found her through the act of that false man, who Kile 
an old miner, Alf Buck by name, because he would a 
allow him to defraud Mr. Melton out of lis mine? — 


‘*But ere Alf Buck died, he told me of his fecal 
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ye me a’ locket to carry to the only woman he had 
r loved. 

“That woman was your mother, Nellie, and I carried 
yer the locket. 


em" i 


‘Then it was that she told me of you and of this 
, and she implored me to send you home to her. 


I swore to her that I would yet track Roy Kent to 
death, and she bade me find you and give to you this 
ness of herself, so long worn by the old miner, and 
-h would not refuse to come to her.” 


tS ee 


a 


»He holds forth the locket given him by the dying 
rer in the Valley Mine, and with trembling hands, 
¥ ld Nell seizes it, cryng in hoarse tones: 
* My mother | 1" * 
‘Now Roy Kent, prepare to meet me, and either you 
snust soon dic,’’ and Buffalo ,Bill throws aside his 
kskin coat: 8 


ut in a tind of fascination all statid: unable to move, 
ir eyes now turned upon the two men preparing to 
;aet inva death struggle, and all crowd nearer, for they 
w that it is to be a battle of giants. 
"Rolling his sleeves up and grasping his knife well in 
d, Roy Kent, with his evil, yet strangely handsome 
i@ fascinating face, wearing an expression of utter 
jklessness, awaits the moment to begin the struggle. 


;q) few instructions are given ina low tone, and then, 
haead silence, Buffalo Bill advances to the combat. 


eWith a bound, Roy Kent springs to meet him, and 
YPmences the fight with a desperate lunge, which 
WSe. Ahe heart of every one who sees it to cease beating 
the instant; but the seout skillfully parries the 
ust. 








gain the two men come together, and this time they 

natch in terrible embrace, their knives held together 
th giant force, and each glaring into the other’s eyes. 

Then Roy Kent springs nimbly backward, and it is 

dent that he now kuows that the scout is his equal in 

h¢ ngth and activity. 

; 







inoment’s rest and again Roy Kent rushes forward; 
t¢ knives clash fiercely together for a few parries, 
7 then Buffalo Bill eatches the blade of his adversary 
ctly in his arm, the steel piercing through, while he 
ves his own weapon into the breast of the Toll ‘Takers’ 


Curse vou! oh, curse you!” 

e@nda wild yell goes up from the throats of the In- 

ns, a yell in which Jack Neison and Beaver Ber join, 

ile Lord Elstone bounds forward aud grasps the hand 

ufialo Bill. | 

er 

jeput above the triumphant cries arises one long wail of 

,as Wild Nell staggers. forward and throws herself, 
the dying form of thé man who has so wronged her. 
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‘‘Oh, Roy, Roy! speak tome, speak! Even now I love 
you!”’ 
Her tone is piteous, and she bends over the dying 


-man with moans that would touch the hardest, as she 


cries: 
‘Roy, only once look in my eyes, only once before 


you die.’’ 


The dark eyes open, and the fire of his impetuous 
spirit yet burns within them as he turns upon the 
woman; then the expression changes to sadness, as he 
murmurs: 


‘‘T wronged you, Nellie, and you do not hate me.’’ 


Again his eyes close, but all hear the word that trem- 
bles on his lips. It is simply: 


“*Farewell!’’ 


* * *K a See ok ¥ * 


When Lord Victor Elstone returned to England he 
carried with him the body of his dead brother, as a proof 
to Lady Helen Temple that the man she had loved was, 
indeed, dead. 


It also proved to her when she heard the strange story 
of the secret of that lone «rave ou the Western prairies, 
aud how Lord Walter Elstone had been murdered and 
his murderer had been tracked to death, Phat she had 
jearned to love Lord Victor Elstone, and, when he asked 
her to become his wife, she gladdened his heart by tell- 
ing him how dear he had become to her, and this meant 
a wedding that came soon after. 

Wild Nell was glad, indeed, to give up her wild life, 
aud in her mother’s love to live down the past, striving 
to forget all that sire had gone through for the man who 
had wrecked her every hope. | 

Star Eye was much east down for a while when she 
could not win the love of Buffalo Bill, but she rallied 
under the friendly regard of Jack Nelson, and later 
became the squaw wife of that famous hunter, who had 
a ranch upon the Medicine River, where he passed his 
days in hunting in company with Beaver Ben and 
several other congenial souls. ' 8 

As for’ Buffalo Bill, his career as the great Chief of 
Army Scouts was far from euded, and he was still to 
pass through many more of the most thrilling adven- 
tures which have brought to him undying fame as the 
greatest scout and frontiersman of the West. 


THE END? 


Another exciting period in the great plainsman’s life 


_ will be the theme of the next story, which will appear 


in next week's Buifalo Biff Stories (No. 7). It will be 
entitled, ‘‘ Buffalo Bill’s Phantom Arrow; or, The Ghost | 
Dancer's Doom,’’ a story of Redskin superstition | | 
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| The only publication authorized by the Hon. Wm. F. Cody , 


(BUFFALO BILL) 





We were the publishers of the first story” 
ever written of the famous and world-” 
renowned BUFFALO BILL, the most daring . 
scout, wonderful rifle shot, expert guide, . 
ereatest Indian trailer ever known, and a 
popular y whose life has been one suc- 
cession of “exciting and thrilling incidents — 
combined with great successes and accom-— 

 plishments, all of which will be told in a 
series of grand stories which we shall noy« 
place before the American Boys. Date 

‘These exciting stories will appear regu- 
- farly in our new Sc. weekly to be known as 


“THE BUFFALO BILL STORIES “ 


READ THE FOLLOWING TITLES 
5. Buffalo Bill’s Gold Guard; or, Fort Fet- |. 7. Buffalo Bill’s Phantom Arrow; or, The 
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‘terman’s Girl in Grey. | | Ghost Dancers’ Doom. 
6. Buffalo Bill's Avenging Trail; or, The | 8. Buffalo Bill’s Prairie Police; or, The De- 
Secret ofa Grave. > coy of Death Desert. an 
ee LOOK OUT FOR THE GREAT INDIAN STORIES 3 
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Jesse James Stories 





| WE were the first pub- 

lishers in the world 
to print the famous sto- 
ries of the James Boys, 
written by..that remark- 
able man, W. B. Lawson, 
whose name is a watch- 
word with our boys. We 
have had many imitators, 
and in order that no one 
shall be deceived in ac- 
cepting the spurious for 
the real we shall issue the best stories of 
the James Boys, by Mr. Lawson, in a New 
Library entitled “The Jesse James Stories,” 
one of our big five-cent libraries, and a sure 
winner with the boys. The first four issues 
are: “Jesse James, the Outlaw. A Nar- 
rative of the James Boys,” “Jesse James’ 
Legacy; or, The Border Cyclone,” ‘‘Jesse 
James’ Dare-Devil Dance; or, Betrayed by 
One of Them,” “ Jesse James’ Black Agents; 
or, The Wild Raid at Bullion City.” 


STREET & SMITH, Publishers, New York. 


Jesse James. 
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BUFFALO BILL STORIES 

The only publication authorized by 

the Hon. Wm. F. Cody (Buffalo Bill.) 
B were the publish- 
ers of the first story 
ever written of the fam- 
ous and world-renowned 
Buffalo Bull, 
hero whose life has been 


the great 





one succession of excit- 
Cnet ing and thrilling. inci- 
dents combined with great successes and 
accomplishments, all of which wall be told 
in a series of grand stories which we shall 
now place before the American Boys. The 
first of these stories entitled “ Buffalo Bill, 
‘the Border King,” appears in No. x of our 
new five-cent library entitled “ The rae 
falo Bill Stories.” 


Srreet & Smiru, Publishers, New York. 
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Nick Carter Stories — 


HE best known detec- 

tive in the world is 
Nick Carter. Stories by 
this noted sleuth are is- 
sued regularly in ‘‘Nick 
Carter Weekly” (price 
five cents), and all his 
work is written for us, 
It may interest the patrons and readers 
Series of Detective 
Stories to know that these famous stories 
will soon be produced upon the stage 


Nick Carter. 


under unusually elaborate circumstances. 


Arrangements have just been conipleted 
between the publishers and Manager F. 


C. Whitney, to present the entire set of 


The 


Nick Carter stories in dramatic form. 


first play of the series will be brought out 


next fall. 


-©rreetT & Situ, Publishers, New York. 


DIAMOND PICK STORIES 


THE celebrated Dia- 

mond Dick stories can 
only be found in © Dia- 
mond Dick, Jr.,The Boys’ 
Best Weekly.” 


Dick and his son Bertie 


Dianiond 


Diamond Dick. 


are the most unique and fascinating heroes 
of Western romance. The scenes, and many 
of the incidents, in these exciting stories are 


taken from real life. 


are ccnceded to be the best stories of the West. 


The library 


is the same size and price as this publication, 


and are all copprighted by us. 


with handsome illuminated cover. 


Price, 
five cents. 


StrREET & Suiru, Publishers, NEw York. 
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Diamond Dick stories 
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